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E writing of Prefaces 
is ſo much in faſhion, 
that we could not 
without appearing ſin- 
gular omit prefixing 
| one to the following 
Sheets: In which we ſhall offer to 
our Readers a ſhort Account concern- 
ing the elegant Compoſure of Songs 
in general, and Endeavour to give 
them ſome Idea wherein the true 
Beauty of that Species of Poetry 
does conſiſt ; together with ſome ac- 
count relating to the preſent Collec- 
Hon. . 5 5 
In all Ages, and in every Nation 
here Poetry has been in Fafhion, 
the tribe of Sonneteers has been very 


Az numerous, 
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numerous; every pert young Fellow 
that has a roving Fancy and the leaſt 
tinge of Verſe in his Head, ſets up 


for a writer of Songs, and reſolves 


to immortalize his Bottle or his Miſ- 
\treſs. What a world of inſipid Pro- 
ductions in this Kind have we been 


peſter'd with ſince the Revolution, to 
go no higher? This no doubt pro- 
ceeds ina great Meaſure from not 
forming a right Judgment of thefe 


little Compolitions ; it is true, they do 


not require an Elevation of Thought, 


nor an extraordinary Capacity, nor 


an extenſive Knowledge, but then, 
they demand great Regularity and 
the utmoſt Nicety; an exact purity 


of Style, with the moſt eaſy and flow 
ing Numbers; an elegant, and unaf- 


fected turn of Wit with one uniform 


and ſimple Deſign. _ 
be conducted like 


As Song ſhould 


an Epigram, and the only difference 


between them is, that the one does 
not require the Lyrick Numbers, and 
is uſually employ'd on ſatyrical Oc- 

BED Caſions, 
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PREFACE _ 
caſions, whereas the Buſineſs of the 
other for the moſt part is to expreſs, 
(as my Lord Roſcommon tranſlates it 
from Horace) Loves pleaſing Cares 
and the free Joys of Wine. See Guard. 
No. 16. 

According to the foregoing Rules, 
we have endeavour'd to Collect the 
following Songs, always chuſing thoſe 
that are eſteem'd (by the beſt Judges) 
the moſt Entertaining and Delightful. 
We hope no Perſon will object againſt 
the ſmallneſs of this Volume, ſince it 
contains as much Variety as ſome 


Books of a far more extenſive Bulk 


and Price, and conſidering the ſize, 
we hope the Judicious Readers will 


allow them, to be the beſt Collection 


of Songs ever yet publi{Þ'd. 
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By drinking drive 


Once in our lives 
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O Mortals, fill your Glafeer, 


Upbraid me not, capricious, A 


Bacchus muſt now, 


Toby Sxuill 


Thus we'll drown all Melancholly 


From good Liquor ne er forink 
Bacchus one Day 


Hark, bart, — Huntſmas 
Whilft the Town 


Come let us drink, © 
Should the ſtorm blew biek 
You've heard, no doubt, 
Let's be jovial, 


A. tippling Fohn | 


Diogenes, furly and prouf 


Even Man take a Glaſs 


Blow, blow, Boreas, blow, 


How Bleſt are beggar Laſſes 
Fill all the Glas, " 


Come, jolly Bacchus, 
While the Town agrees that P oh 


Leave off this idle prating 
When firs to Cambridge 


Hers fo * my Boy, 


ü —— 
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I bave , in Lowe, and in Deòt, | 
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Bacchus God of jovial Drinking 
Baniſb ſorrow, 

J Sing mighty Markham's 

Come, my brave Hearts, 

Tf Phillis denies me Relief | 
Of all the things beneath the Sun, 
Come, come, my Hearts of Gold, 
Let us drink and be merry 

This great world is a Trouble, 
Some Jay Women are like the Seas, 
Though envious old Age 

Wine's a Miſtre/: gay and eafy, 
What lift can compare 

While Phillis is drinking, 

Here's a Health to to the King 
Well drink, and well never 

The ſages of old, | 

He that will not merry, | 
Oh! lead me to ſome peaceful Room 
Come, be free, my lovely Laſſes, 
Come fill me à bumper, | 
Let Soldiers fight for prey 

Of all Jos wwe &er poſſeft, 

If any fo wiſe is, 

Come, all ye jolly Baccbanals, 


Ho happy are we, 


Bacchus, God of mortal Pleaſure, 
She tells me with Claret N 
If wine and muſici 

If wine be a Cordial, 
Of all the Occupations 
Here's to thee, my Damon, 
Al pox of this fooling, 


24 Say good Maſter Bacchus 


Come, fill me à Glaſs, 
Ring, ring the Bar-bell 


Tang Regis when merry 


Fh me not Sylvia, 


 Waft me ſome ſoft 


The play of Love, 
Cob ler there auas, 


Do not ask me charming Phillis 


Le Nymphs and ye Swains 
 Genthy ſtir and blew the Fire 9 


Go on you vile Sort 


Tete Guardians of the Fair 


vw CONTENTS. 
The thirfly E arth ſoaks up the Rain 


Cupid God of pleaſing, 
My Gaddeſs Celia, 


Yavas when the Seas abert roaring 


Sqawveet are the Charms 


Ye gentle Gales that fan the Air 
What Beauties does Flora 


The Laſs of Peatties Mil . 


As I beneath the Myrtle 

One April Morn, 

As Damon late with Chloe ſat 
*Tis woman that ſeduces 

What woman could de 


The bonny grey-ey'd Morn 
Deſpairi ing beſide a clear fiream, 


Ye Powers, was Damon 


Hulle av 

Ghoſts of &ery Occupation 

By the fidegf 4 great Kitcbin fire 
The ſfaveak roſy Morning | 


Ye awinds to whom Collin cc 
Ze God's ye gave to me @ wife 
The terrible Law 


Or à graſ Pillau 


Says my Uncle I pray now di fever, | "© % 
When mighty Roaſt-beef _ 117 Ane 
. care I for affairs &. Hale 120 More 
f | _ 7 
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89. The Delights of the Bo TITLE: 
95 | Or, a Choice Collection of Bacca- 
97 nalian So N Gs, Oc. 


: 2 L —5 1. Let's be jovial, fill our Glaſſes. 


>2| Olly Morrals, fill your Glaſſes, 


22äů —— 


Wes Noble deeds are done by wine; 
corn the Nymph and all her 
==" Graces, 
= Who'd for Love or aer 
d pine ? 


118 flowing, 

117 Anda ted Charms you'll find, 
120 More than Phillis, though juſt going 
The In the Moment to be kind. 


B Alexander, 


Look within the 8 that's 5 
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Alexander hated thinking, 
Drank: about at Council board; 


He ſabdu d the World by Drinking. 


Mere than hy his conqu'ring Sword. 


Song 2. Upbraid me not, capricious, &c. 
. me not, capricious Fair, 


With drinking to Exceſs; 
I ſhould not want to drown Deſpair, 
Were your Indifference leſs. 


Love me, my Dear, and. you ſhall 624, 


When this Excuſe is gone, 


| That all m wy when Chloe s kind, 
All my Blits 


, when Chloe's kind, 
Is fixt on her alone. 

The God of Wine the Victory 
To geauty yields with Toy ; : 

The God, Oc. | 

For Bacchus only drinks like me, 
When Ariadne s coy, 


Por Bacchus only drinks, Sc. 


Song 3. Bacchus muſt now his, &c. 
Acrbus muſt now his Power reſign, 


amethe only God of Wine; 
It is not ſit the Wreteh ſhould be 


Io Competition ſet with me, 
Who can drink ten times more than he. 


Make a new world, ye Pow'rs divine, 


Stock d with nothing elſe but wine; 
Let wine its only Produce be, 
Fet wine be Earth, be Air, and Sea, 
And let that Wine be all for me. 


Let other Mortals vainly wear 


A tedious Life in anxious Cart; 
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* the Ambitions toil and think, 
Let States or Empires ſwim or fi ok, 
My ſole Ambition is to drink. 


| Song 4. Toby Swill. 
; : OBT Swill 8 
| Has ne'er his Fill, 
N he drinks from Night to Day:; 
But ſoon as 0 er | 
The Reck ning's call 4 
: : Then Toby ſneaks away. 


Toby laughs, 
me And puns, and quaffs, 
Vati la Bi'l is call'dd; 
That ſtrikes him dumb, 
He's then hum, drum, 
| And all his Mirth is pall'd. 


Pay but his Shot, 
Tis all forgot, 
+ And he again is gay. 
. He'll ſtand the Rub 
f Of a whole Club, 
To drink and not to pay. 


HUS we'll drown all Melancholy, | 
| In a Glaſs of generous Wine ; 
Let dull Fools indalge their Folly; 
And at Cares of Life repine: 
| But the brave and noble Spirit 
: Scoras ſuth mean ignoble views; 
Whilſt the world proclaims his Merit, 
| He ſublimer. Joys purſues, 


Let 1 B 2 


Song 5. Bacchus one Day gayly, ; | Kc. 
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Song 6. Frog good Liquor, &c, 


T, 


Poets v 
F ROM good Liquor ne'er ſhrink, ir d 
In Friendſhip we'll drink, It my 

And drown all grim Care and pale Sorrow, | Mufi: 
Let us husband to-day, Beauty 

Time flies ſwift away, Til 

And no one's aſſur'd, no, | If you 
No one's aſſur d of to morrow. Mort 
Ot all the grave Sages From r 
That grac'd the paſt Ages, Char 

Dad Noab the moſt did excel, Here's 

He firſt planted the Vine, x3 _ Sole 
FPeirſt taſted the Wine, * Gloomy 
And got nobly drunk, i He 1 

And got nobly drunk, as they tell. 8 

Say, why ſhould not we 1 5 
| Ger as bosky as he, A 
Since here's Liquor as well will inſpire ? 11 
| Thus I fill up my Glaſs, Well h 
bn I'll ſee that it pals. To the Manes, And h 
A the Manes, to the Manes of thar good old Sire j Ton, 
Song 7. Bacchas oue Day, &c. Fe = 
Acchus one Day gayly ſtridin Well 
BY On his 3 Tos, x We'll t 
| Sneaking empty Pots deriding, 4 Ton, 
I" Thus addreſs'd each toping Son: When 
Praiſe the Joys that never vary, And joi 
And adorc the liquid Shrine; G Our G: 
All things noble, gay, and airy, | Our Gl 
Are perform'd by generous Wine. ; Ton, 
”  Antient Heroes, crown'd with Glory. 4 Oonr ſo 
Ove their poble Riſe to me; And FE 


15 . Poe 6 
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| | Poets wrote the flam:ng ſtory, 
Fir'd by my Divinity; 

It my Influence is wanting, 
Muſick's Charms but flowly move 
Beauty too in vain lies panting, 

Till I fill the Swains with Love. 


If you crave a [afting Pleaſure, 
Mortals, this way bend your Eyes; 


3 From my everflowing Treaſure 


Charming Scenes of Bliſs ariſe : 


| Here's the ſoothing, balmy . Bleſſing, 


Sole Diſpeller of your Pain; 
* Gloomy fouls from Care releafi ing; 


Hie who drinks not, lives in vain. 


f Song 8. Ark, bark, the Huntſman ſounds, cc. 


Ark, hark, the Huntſman ſounds his Horn, 
Let's cripple away the roſy Morn, ton, ton, ty 


1 ' We il hunt the Bottle from Sun to Sen, 


Sire. ; 


Poets 


r 3; £4 4 


And hallow the Glaſſes the Courſe to run. 
Ton, ton, &c. 


Each merry young Toper a Huntſman ſhall be, 
And inſtead of a green wear a red Livery, ton, &c. 
We'll ſcorn their Bows, their Arrows, and Guos, 
We'll hunt with long Pipes, and ride upon Tuns, 
Ton, ton, &c. 
When thus reviv'd, we'll merrily Gong, 
And joining Chorus make the Woods ring, * 
Our Game we'll eagerly purſue, 


Our Glaſſes filling, our. Cauſe renew, 
Ton, ton, Kc. | 


1 Oar ſong ſhall reach the * Plain, 
; And Eccho ſhall ſummon the weary Swain. ion, 
B 3 * 
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The welcome ſport he glad! hears 
His Toil and Labour no Rs fears. 
Ton, ton, &c, | 


As through the wound the Blood does paſs, 
| He boldly ventures to fill his Glaſs, ton, &c. 
Nor fears to taſte the flowiug Gore, 


Ton, ton, &c. 
Then fill your Glaſſes merrily round, 


While chearful Bacchus leads us on, 
We'll follow in Chorus with ſprightly. 
Tow, tou; UE" W_ 
Song 9. Whilſt the Town's brimfull of folly. 
| Hil the Town's brim- full of. Folly, 
VV And runs gadding aſter Polly, 
Let us take a chearful Glaſs, 
Tell me, Damon, where's the Pleaſure 
Of beſtowing Time and Treaſure, 
For to make one's ſelf an Aſs? 
Tell me, Ec. 


I am for Joys are leſs expenfive, 
Where the Pleaſure's more extepiive, 

And from dull Attention free; 

Where my Celia, o'er a Bottle, 

Can, when tir'd with am'rous Prattle, 

Sing old Songs as well as (he. 


Sapp 19. Dainty Davy. © 
BY drinking drive dull Care away, 
"Se: Be break and av y, - : 
Never vary, 
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la your Tempers, but be gay, 


Let Mirth know no- Cetlation ; : 


We all were born (Mankind agree) 
From dull Reflection to be free, 
ut he that drinks not cannot be: 


Then anfwer your Creation. 


. When Cupid wounds, grave y men boals, | 


Then all our whining, 
Wiſhing, ſteiving, 


| To embrace what Beauty yields, 


Is left when in poſleflion ; 


But Bacchus fends ſuch Yreaſu. eforth, 2 
poſſeſſion never palls is worth, 
We always väſh for't ſrom car Birth, 


And ſhall for ever wifh-an. 


All Malice here is flung aſide, 


Each takes his Glaſs, 
No Healths do paſs, 


Nor Party Fends here cer abide, 


They nonght but III eccaſion ; 


We only meet to celebrate, 
The Day which brought us to this Kate, 


But not to curſe, nor yet to hate, 
The Hour of our Creation, 
Song 11. Once in our lives, 


NCE in our lives, 
Let us drink to our _ 


Thovgh their numbers be but mall; 


_ Heaven take the beft, 
And the Devil take the reſt, 


: And ſo we ſhall get rid of them "all: 


To this hearty wiſh 
Let each Man take his diſh, 


Add driok, drink till he fall, 
_ 


B 4 Song 
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Song 12. Come, let us drink. 


OME, let us drink, 

| "Tis i in vain to think, 
Liks Fools on Grief or SaJneſs ; 
Let our Money fly, 

And our Sorrow die, 


All worldly Care is Madneſs. 


But Wine, and good Chear, 
Will, in ſpite of our Fear, 
Inſpire our Hearts with Mirth, Boys: 

The Time we live, | 
To Wine let us give, | 
Since all muſt turn to Earth, Boys. 


Hand about the Bowl, 
The Delight of my Soul, 
And to my Hand commend it: 
A fig for Chink, 
 *Twas made to buy Drink, 
And before we go hence wel] ſpend 1 it. 


Song 13. On a Bank of Flowers, 


Hauld the fttorm blow high, 
And cloud the Sky, 
What care ſuch Souls as we ? 
Lex the Thunder roll, 
Till it ſhakes the Bowl, 
It rolls in vain to me: 
Tuo the roariog Sound, 
Let the Glaſs go round; 
While the world ſhall ring, 
Jo the Tunes we fing ; 
With a Fal lal la, 
And J drink with Joy to thee. 
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Song 14. As I went over Londow-Bridge. 


Ou've heard, no doubt, how all the Globe, 
Was ſoak'd of old with Noah's Flood, 


Ste! here's a Globe that holds a Sea! 


They'd drapk the Deluge as it roſe, 


r 54 


A Sea of Liquor twice as good! 
Tol dol de rol. | 


Had Noah's been a Flood like this, 
And Anak's Sons ſuch fools as I; 


And left the Ark, like Noah, dry. 
Tol dol de vol. . 
Song 15. Folly Mortals fill, &. 
Br T's be jovial, fill our Glaſſes, 
Madneſs tis for us to think, * 
How the world is rul'd by Aſſes, 
Aud the wiſe are ſway'd by Chink. 
Then never let vain Cares oppreſs us; 
| Riches are to them a Snare: 2 
Weere ev'ry one as rich as Crœſas, 
While our Bottle drowns our Care. 
Wine will make ns red as Roſes, 
And our Sorrows quite forget ; 
Come, let's fuddle all onr Noſes, 


Drink outſelves quite out of Debt. 


When grim Death comes looking for us, 


N 
7 
% 
=. 
8 
1 
1 
2 


Song 


We are toping oft our Bowls; 
Bacchus joining in the Chorus, 

Death be gone, here's none but Souls. 
Godlike Bacchus thus commanding, 


Trembling Death away ſhall fly ; 
Ever after underſtanding, 


Drinking Souls can never die. | 
37 Song 
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Song 16. As tippling Jobn, &c. | 

l AS tippling Fob» was jogging on 

| A Uno > Niet Night, * 

. ith tott'ring Pace, and fiery Pace, 

= — of high Flight: 1 

|| The Guards, who took him by his Loak, 


1 OINS 


For ſome chief Firebrand, 


P UI V5 ABI,” 


| 
| Ask'd, whence he came? what was his Name? 
| Who are you? fland, Friend, ftand, | 
' 1am going home; from Meeting come» 
Ay, ſays one, that's the Caſe 1 
Some Meeting he has barnt, you ſee, 
q The Flames till in his Face, 
Jobn thought twas time to purge the Crime, 
And ſaid, twas his Intent. | 
For to afſaage his thirfty Rage; 
That Meeting twas he meant. 
Come, Friend, be plain: you trifle in. vain, 
Jays one, pray let us know; 
That we may find how you're inclin d; b 
Are yon High-Church, or Law? a 
Jobs faid to that, I Il tell ye what, 
j To end Debates and Strife ; , 
All J can ſay, this is the way 
I ſteer my Courſe of Life. 


I ne'er to Bow, nor Burgeſs go, | | 


: EIS. re 


To Steeple-houſe, nor Hall; 
The brisk Bar- bell beſt ſuits my Zeal, 
With, Gentlemen, d'ye call ? > ARR. : i 
Now judge, am f Low-Church, or High? L 
From Tavern, or the Steeple, | ES 
Whoſe merry Toll exalts the Soul, 1 
And makes us high - flown People. WO 


ime ? 
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The Guards come on, and look d at Jon, 
With Conntenance moſt pleafant: 

By whiſper round, they all ſoon found, 
He was no dangerous Peaſant : 

So while John ſtood, the beſt he could, 
ExpeQing their [Deciſion ; 

Pox on't, ſays one, let him de gone, 
He's of our own Religion, 


Song 17. Tipling Philoſapherg, 


Du ſurly and prond, 


Who ſnarl'd at the Macedon Youth, 
Delighted in wine that was gocd, 
Becauſe in good wine there is Trath : 


But growing as poor as Fob, 


And unable to purchaſe a Flask, 
He choſe for his Manſion a Tub, 

And liv'd by the ſcent of the Cask, 

And liv'd by the ſcent of the Cask. 


Heraclitus would never d 


A Bumper, to cheriſh his Heart 


And when he was maudlin, would cry, 
. Becanſe he had empty'd his Quart: 


Though ſome were ſo fooliſh to think, 


He wept at Men's Folly and Vice; 
When twas only his Cuſtom to drink; 

Till the Liquor flow'd ont ol his Eyes, 

Till the Liquor flow'd out of his Eyes, 
Democritus always was glad, | 

To ripple, and cheriſh his Soul; 


'Wor'd laugh like a Man that was mad, 


When over-a jolly tull Bowl: 


| While his Cellar with wine was well ftor'd, 


His Liquor wou'd merrily quaft ; 
9 ly 4 a; 
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And when he was drunk as a Lord, 


At thoſe that were ſober he'd' laugh, 
- Ar thoſe that were ſober he'd laugh. 


Copernicus too like the reſt, 
Believ'd there was wiſdom in wine: 
And knew that a Cup of the beft, 
Made Reaſon the brighter ro ſhine : 
With wine he repleaiſh'd his Veins, 
And made his Philuſophy reel; 
Then fancy'd the world, as his brains, 
Turn'd round, like a Chariot-wheel, 
Turn'd round, like a Chariot- wheel. 
Ariſtotle, that Mafter of Arts, 
d been but a Duoce without wine; 
For what we aſcribe to his Parts, 
Is due to the juice of the Vine: 
His Belly, ſome Authors agree, | 
Mas as big as a vatering - trough; 
F He therefore leap'd into the Sea, 
3 Becanſe he'd have Liquor enough, 
Becauſe he'd have Liquor enough. 
When Pyrrbo had taken a Glaſs, 
Hue ſaw that no Object appear'd, 
Exactly the ſame as it was, : 
Before he had liquor'd his Beard ; 
For things running round in his Drink, 
Which ſober he motionleſs found, 
Occaſion'd the Sceptick to think 
There was nothing of truth to be found, 


Old Plaus was reckon'd divine, ” 
ho wifely to Virtue was prone, 

But had it not been for good Wine, 
His Merits had never been known: 


=o 
2 2 one 
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| There was nothing of truth to be found. 
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By wine we are generous made, 

It furniſhes Fancy with wings ; 

Withour it we ne'er ſhould had 

Philoſophers, Poets, or Kings, 
Philoſophers, Poets, or Kings. 


Song 18. 4 Health to afl bonefl Men. 


Very Man take a Glaſs in his Hand, 
And drink a good Health to our King; 
Many Years may he rule or this Land; 
May his Lanrels for ever freſh ſpring, _ 
Let wrangling and jangling ſtraightway ceaſe, 
Let ev'ry Man ftrive for his Country's peace; 
Neither Tory, nor Whig, | SIE 
With their Parties look big, 
Here's a Health to all boneſt Men. 


*Tis not owning a whimfical Name, 

That proves a Man loyal and juft; 

Let him fight for his Country's Fame, 
Be impartial at home, if in truſt ; 

"Tis this that proves him an honeſt Soul, 

His Health we'll drink in a brim-full Bowl: 
Then let's leave off Debate, | 
No Confuſion create: 

Here's a Health to all honeſt Men. 


When a Company's honeſtly met, 
- With Intent to be merry and gay, 
Their drooping Spirits to whet, _ 


And drown the Fatigues of the Day; 


What Madneſs is it thus to diſpute, 

When neither fide can his Man confute ? 

When you've ſaid what you dare, 
You're but juſt where you were, 


Here's a Health to all honeft Mem 


Then 
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Then agree, ye tre Britons, - 
And ne'er quarrel about a "Nickname ; 


Let your Enemies trembling * ſee, : 3 
That ad Englifbman's always the ſame ; ; And th 
For our K ing, our Charch;our:Laws;' and Right, 1 
Let's lay by all Feuds, and ſtraigbt unite, 4 Tua, | 
Then who need care a-fig, And 
WOEs 0 OE And th 

| Here 1 4 Health to all honeft Men. 13 
' Song 19. Blow, Boreas, blow. © There' 
Now, blow, Boreas, blow, and let thy ſurlx And 
Winds, 1 

- Make the Billows foam and roar ; 1 
Thou can'ft no terror breed in valiant Minds, And m 
But ſpite of thee we'll live, and find a ſhore, Pang 
en, 


Then cheer, my Mates, and be notaw'd, 
But keep the '/Gun-Room clear; 


E 43% ICS 99 


Whilſt we have Sca- room here, Boys, never fear. 


Hey! how ſhe toſſes up, how far! : 
The mounting Top- -maſt touch'd a Star; 


And, Salamander like, we liv'd in Flame. 


But now, now we fink ! now, now we go 
Down to the deepeſt Shades below: 
Alas! alas! where are we now! 
Who, who can tell? Sure tis the loweſt Room 
Or where the Sea-Gods dwell: (of Hell, 
With them we'll live, with them we'll live &reign 
With them we'll laugh, & ſing, and drink amain : 
But ſee? we mount ! ſee! lee we riſe again 


Tho? Hell's broke loofe, & the Devils roar: abroad 7 


The Meteors blaz d, as thro' the Clouds we came; 


% 7 . : > * 11 Pe * S 4 * 98. 
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1 Song 20. I bave been in Love. 
I Have been in Love, and in debt, and in drink, 

. This many and many Year: 
Right, | And thoſe are three _ enough I ſhould think 

Fer one poor Mortal to bear. 
; "Twas Love made me fall into Drink. 

And Drink made me run into Debt; 
And tho' I have ſtruggled, & ſtruggled, & Crore, 

I I cannot get out of them yet. 


| There” s nothing but Money can cure me, 
i;, And rid me of all my Pain; 
| "Twill pay all my Debts, 
And remove all my Letts; 
linds, - And my Miſtreſs, that cannot endure me, 
— ] Will love me, and love me again: (again. 
Then, then Pl! fall to my loving and drinking 


Song 21. Talk no more of Whig, _ 


road ” 
| Ow bleft are Be ar-Laſſes, i 
fear. 1 Who never ili treaſure ? | 
We know no care, but how to ſhare 
"> Each Day's ſacceſſive — 
Mme; Drink away, let's be gay, | 
Beggars ſtill with Bliſs abound ; 
Mirth and Foy ne er can cloy, 
Mbilſt the ſparkling G40 Joes round. | 


CN TEES 


* N T's 


" Arbg for gaudy Faſhions 
dom No ws os Cloths opprefies; 
jell, Welive at caſe, with — and Fleas ; 
eig e value not our Dreſſes. | 
ain: Drank Away; &c, * 
! We ſcorn all Ladies Waſhes 

+ With which they ſpoil each Feature: 


N 
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No Patch or Paint our Beauties taint ; 
We live in ſimple Nature. 
Drink away, &c. 


Ne Cholick, Spleen, or Vapours, 
At Morn or Ev'ning teaze us; 

We drink not Tea, or Ratifee ; 

When ſick, a Dram can eaſe us. 

Drink, away, &c. 15 
What Ladies ad in private, 

By Nature's ſoft compliance, 
We think no Crime, when in our prime 
To kiſs without a Licence. 

Drink away, &c. | 
Me know no Shame, or Scandal, 
Ihe Beggars Law befriends us; 


| | We all agree in Liberty, 


And Poverty defends us, 
Drink away, &c. | 
Like jolly Beggar-Wenches, 
Thus, thus, we*drown all Sorrow: 
We live to-day, and ne'er delay, 
Our Pleaſure till to morrow, 


Drink away, &c. 
Song 22. Fill all the Glaſſes. 


ILL all the Glaſſes, fill em high, 


Th. 


oom 
Let non 


To d 


Pill up | 


That e 


May d. 


To ſt 


4 Thas, 


Guar 


That u 


May 


And, a 
Well 
And fir 


Live 


2 Polly's 


Drink, drink, and defy all Power but Love; That 


Wine gives the Slave his Liberty; 


But Love makes a Slave of thundering Fove. 


Drink, drink away, Make a Night of the Day, 
Tis Nectar, tis Liquor divine; The pleaſures Of | 


Free from Anguiſh and Strife, 


Are owing to Love, and good Wine, 


Equal 


1 In | Be 


Full 
Pre 
Pre 


* 
* 


2 


** 
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Song 23. Charles of Sweden, 
Come, jolly Bacchus God of wine, 
| Crown this Night with Plcaſurc: 
Let none at Cares of Life repine, 

To deſtroy our Pleaſure: | 
Fill up the mighty ſparkling Bow], 
That ev'ry true and loyal Soul, 


May drink, and fing, without conroul 


To ſupport our Pleaſare. 


Thus, mighty Bacchus, ſhalt thou be, 


Guardian to our Pleaſure; 


That under thy Protection, we 


May enjoy new Pleaſure: 


And, as the Hours glide away, 
Weill in thy Name invoke their Stay, 
And ſing thy Praiſes, that we may 


Live and die with Pleaſure. 


Song 24. Whilſt the Town ageees that Polly. 


: VW Hile the Town agrees that Polly, 


Love; 


Beſt diverts our Melancholy, 

Let us coaſt the ſprightly, ſprightly Laſs ; 
Heedleſs of the Time and Trcaſure, 
Spent on her who gives ſuch Pleaſure; 

Drink, and put about the Glaſs, 

Drink, and, Ec. | 
Polly's Charms are fo extenſive, 
That the chearſul, grave, and penfive, 
Equally their power, equally their power obcy ; 


Isa Bcd, or ober a Bottle, 
Full of wit, and amorous prattle, 


Pretty Polly's always gay, 
Pretty Polly's always gay. 


* | | Song 


| 
| 
| 


| F/hilft we abroad are ticking drunk, 700. &c. 
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Song 25, How bleſt are Beggars, &c. 4 There's 


| Eave off this idle Prating, | 1 
1 Talk no more of. Mie _ A I We'll fa 
But drink your Glaſs, round let it paſs | 1 Until w 
The Bottle ſtands before ye · 5 r 
Chorus. Jill it up, to the top, X ''% wn 
| Tet the Night with Mirth be crown d: | | rk 3 
Drink about, ſee it ont, | 1 
Love and Friendſbip ſtill go ound. „ 
If Claret be a bleſſing, This night devote to plea- | 
Let worldly cares, and State: affairs, (ſure; y YEr 
Be thought on at more leiſure. Fill it up, See. F 


If any is ſo zealous, Tobe a Partys Minian, Who n 


Let him drink like me, ell ſoon agree, To go 


And be of one Opinion. - > Fl top, . Bot he 
Song 26. To ya. fair Ladies. - 5 All the 

Hen firſt to Cambridze we do come, - When | 

Tol, lol, deral, &c. | To ſn 


From Mamma's dear beloved Home, Tot deral, He feel, 


Fiſt, we muſt have a Cap and Gown, That 1 
And next, the prettieſt Girl in Town, Tol, deral. Nor kn 
Then next, a Tutor we muft have, Tol, lol, &c. Save th 
"Tis ten to one he proves a Knave, Tol, . Sc. Save th 
Who minds not what we do all Day, | 

So we come home at Night to pray. Tol, e's 


Then ſtrait he buys us Ariftatle, Tol, lol. &c, feel 


Which we pawn oiten for a Bottle ; Tol. Kc. Ke 
And Euclid's Elements muſt pack, G Teach 


For a better Element, the Sack. ＋70ʃ, der al, &c. | Herc 


Then he writes home upto our Friends, Tol. &. IF " 


For Money, to ſerve his owp ends, Tol, deral, &c. 
Which he keeps ſafe lock'd up in Trunk, Y 


There 2 
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c. There's item, for Homer, that blind Poet, Tel. 

Be ſure your Tutor does not know it: Tol. &c. 
+ We'll ſmoak, and drink, and merry be, 

Dutil we are as blind as he, To, deral, &c. 

Then hang all ſtudying to no end, Tu. &c. 
En joy your Bottle, and your Friend: Tel. &c. 
We'll drink, and ſmoak, and take our fill, 
Me may be Parſons when we will. Tol, deral, &c- 


o plea· Song 27. Here's to thee, my Boy. 
(ſure; A JEre's to thee, my Boy, my Darling, my Joy, 
b,, Kc. For a Toper I love, as my Life, I love &c. 


an, _ Who ne'er baulks his Glaſs, nor cries like an aſs, 
e Jo go home to his Miſtreſs Wife, To go, &c. 
„ Kc. Bot heartily qnaffs, ſing catches, and laughs, 
All the Night he looks jovial and gay, Logs Sc. 
When Morning appears, then homeward he ſteers 
To ſnore out the reſt of the Day, to ſnore, &c. 


deral, He feels nos the Cares, the Griefs, or the Fears, 
4 4 That the ſober too often attend, Too often, Gr. 
Tal. Nor knows he a Loſs, Diſturbance, or Croſs, 
I, &C- Save the want of his Bottle and Friend, 
Kc. Save the want of his Bottle and Friend. 


A &c, | Song 28. | Cupid,” God of pleaſing, cc. 
J. &c, Bebe, God of jovial Prinking, 

Kc. Keep thenamour'd Fool from thinking, 
Teach him wine's great Power to know : 
„ Kc. Heroes would be loſt in Battle, 
„Kc. If not cherifſh'd by the Bottle, 
Kc. Wine does all that's great above, 
Wine docs all that's great below. 


ce. 
1ere's | 


Song 


| | | ; | 
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8 | | h > Drawer, 
Tong 29. Haymaker's Dice, in Dr. Fauſtus. | nd: 
Pai ſorrow, let's drink, and be merry, Boys, With C 
Time flies [wifr, o-morrow bring Care; F Let a D 
If you believe it, Dria and deceive it, 1 For n 
Wine will relieve i it, And drown deſpair, In an 
Chor. The ſweets "of wine are found in . „ For an 

Irs juice divine, Mankind's chiefeſt Ble ſſins ; 

The Glaſs is thine, drink, there's no Exceſs in I 

7 


A Bun per or two, with a chaavful Friend. 


111 mal 
*Tis wine gives ſtrength, when nature exhauſted; | Still 
Heals the ſick Man, frees the ſlave ; 1 Bacchus 


Makes the ſt iff fumble, And the proud humble, your N 
Exalts the Meek, And makes Cowards brave. A Sipp! 


Tis wine that prompts the tim'rous Lover, 1 Can' 
Be brisk with your Miſtreſs, Denials deſpiſe? For I. 
She'll cry, you'll undo her, But be a brisk woer? + 

Artack her, purſue her, You'll gain the prize. 


f 
*Tis wine that baniſhes all worldly ſorrow, O 
Then who'd omit the pleafing Task, 
Since wine's ſweet ſocicty, Eates anxiety. | Come, 
Damn dull Sobriety; Bring t other Flask. Gor. | While 
Song 30. Duke of , March. , C ht 
Cares 
Sing mighty Markham's Gullet; 1 Con 
For when to his © ad, Ji claps a bettle ot xed 1 
No Devil like him can pull! it: : 1 
His Fame ſhail never be dead: IFP I 
He topes off Nantz by the 3 F BY”: 
Till he ſpits our Fiie, like a Dragon; J Thou 
He was never heard to ſay, he d enough, & away, At | 
But would ſtay till he'd ſpent ev'ry Rag on. 5 : 
e 


|  Damn'd Niggards, I can't abide em: (winey, An 
The Canaries & the Rhine, Can't furniſh me witli 
| Drawery 8 | & 


* 2 
1 3 
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7. ; 0 
bra er, fetch me a Hogſhead to ſtride on, 
Pres. And call me God of the Vine. 
„Boys, With Cluſters of Grapes come crown me, 
re; Let a Deluge of Liquor flow round me; 
4+ For my Living I would chuſe, 
In an Element of Booze, : 
ſeſſing, For an Ocean of it can't drown me. 
2” Loet the Dutch, and the Germans thunder, a 


7 in Revel Sun from Sun, drink Tun upon Tun, 


: 
| 
1 
N 
N 
: 
4 
| 


„ „„ I'll make the d—d Dogs knock under; 
ufteds Still as freſh as when I begun; 

| * Bacchus, come drink, and be, poxed, 
mble,' your Noſe ſhall ſbon be foxed: 
VE. Sipping Gallons at a Draught, 

Can't ſerve my thirſty Throat, 
ſpiſe For I never tope leſs than a Hogſhead. 

, = 
"gy 8 Song 31. Birth of Harlequin. . 
{ome oy brave Hearts, be merry, cherry 

Let us this Night with Pleaſure crown. 
Come, my brave Hearts, be merry, cherry, 
While Bacchus ſhowers ſuch Treaſure down. 

Drink, drink away, be ever gay; 
Cares decline, whan brisk wine, bears ſway, 
Come, my brave Hearts, Sc. „ 
; | Song 32. If Phillis dgges me, &c. 
I F Phillis denies me Relief, | 
if the's angry, I'!l feek if in Wine: 
'Fhough ſhe laughs at my amorous grief, 
at my Mirth why ſhould ſhe repine? 
The ſparkling Champaign ſhall remove 
All the Gricis my dull Soul has in ſtore: 


Cor. 


| 
| 


of rcd 


_ 


Wine, 
wit 
wer 
. 
Xx 
2 1 2 


wy 
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My Reafon I loſt when I lov'd, 
By drink ing, what can I do more ? 


Would Phillis but pity my Pain, | 
Or my am'rous Vows would approve, 
The Juice of the Grape I'd difdain, : 

And be drunk with nothing but Love. 


Song 33. Greenwod Tree. 
E all the things beneath the Sin, 
To love's the greateſt Curle ; 
If cne's deny'd, then he's undune, 
If not, 'tis ten times _ | 
Poor Adam, by his wife, tis known, 


Was trick'd ſome Years ago; 5 


But 1dam was not trick'd alone, 
For all his Sons were ſo. 


Lovers the ſtrangeſt Fools are made, 
When they their Nymphs purſue, 
Whish they will ne'er believe, till wed, 
„ . 
They beg, they pray, and they adore, 
Till weary'd out of Life 
And pray, what's all this Trouble for? 
Why truly, for a wife. 
How odd a thing's a whining Sot, 
Who ſighs, in greateſt Need, 
For that, which ſod as ever got, 
Does make him figh indeed. 
Each Maid's an angel whilſt ſhe's woo'd, 
Bat when the wooing's done, | 
The wife, inſtead of Fleſh and Blood, 
Proves nothing bur a Bone, 


Let for 
He v 
Thong 
- Hel 


. Eer 
God 


* 


fo ' The New Vocal Miſcellany. 


Ille, more or lefs, in human Lite, 
No mortal Man can ſhun ; 

But when a Man has got a wife, 

- He has them all in one, 

The Liver of Promethens 

* A gnawing Vulture fed; 

A Fable. that the thing was thus, 
The poor old Man was wed. 


; A wife, all Men of Learning know, 
Was Tantalus's Curſe; _ 
The Apples which did tempt him fo, 
Were nought but a Divorce. 
- Let no Fool dream, that to his Share, 
A better wife will fall; | yy 
They're all the ſame, faith, te a Hair, 
Por they are women ali. 


When firſt the ſenſeleſs empty Nokes, 

' With wooing does begin, | 

Far better he might beg the Stu Cs, 

That they would let him in. 

Let for a Lover we may ſay, 

+ He wears no cheating Phiz ; 

Though others Looks do oft betra 

- He looks like what he is, | 

More Joys a glaſs of wine does give, 

* (Wife take him that gainſays) 

Than all the wenches ſprung from Eve 

Eer gave in all their Days, 

But come, to Lovers here s a Glaſs, 
'$ God-wot, they need no Curſe: 
Each wiſhes he may wed his Laſs, 
Ne Soul can wiſh him worſe, 


„ <rgr” 


lle, 


td 


"= 


Ome, come, my Hearts of Gold, 
0 Let us be merry, and wiſe, 

| It is a Proverb of old, 

1 Suſpicion hath double Eyes; 

4 Thatſoever we ſay, or do, 


Let's not drink to diſturb the Brain, 


Let's laugh for an Hour or two, 
i And ne er be drunk again. 


2 A Cup of old Sack is good, 
To drive the cold winter away; 
"Twill cheriſh, and comfort the Blood 
Moſt when a Man's Spirit decay: 
But he that doth drink tov much, 
Of bis Head he will complain ; 
Then let's have a gentle Touch, 
Ind neter be drunk again. 


"Ba d Claret was made for Man, 

But Man was not made for it; J 
Let's be merry as we can, 

So we drink not away our wit: 
Grod-feliowſhip is abus d, 
And xine vill infe& the Brain. 
Eur we ll have it better us'd, 

And ne er be drunk again. 


When with Gond- Fellows we meet. 
A Quart among three or four, 
Twill make us ſtand on our Feet, 

While others lie drunk cn the floor. 
Then, Draver, go fill us a Quart, 
And let it be Claret in grain; 

Tuill cheriſh and bene the Heart, 
But we'll ne er be drunk again, 
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Song. 34. Old Sir Simon, &c. 
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Here's a Health to our noble King, 

| And to the Queen of his Heart; > 

Let's laugh, and merrily ſing, h 

Aud he's a Coward that will ſtart: 

Here's a Health to our General, 

And to thoſe that were in Hain, 

And to our Colonel, 

And we'll ne er be drunk again, 

Enough's as good as a Feaſt, 

lf a Man did but Meaſure know; 

A Drunkard's worſe than a Beaſt, 
For he'll drink gill he cannot go. 

If a Man could Time recall, 

las a Tavern that's ſpent ia vain, 

: We'd learn to ſober all, 

And ne'er be drunk again. 


* 3 „ —mag Pre 


Song 35. An hundred Tears hence. 


| E T usdrink and be merry, 
I Dance, joke, and rejoice, 
With Claret, and Sherry, 
* Theorbec, and Voice: 
The changeable world 
To our Joy is un juſt 
All Treaſure's uncertain, 
Then down with your Duft: 
In Frolicks diſpoſe, = | 
Four Pounds, Shillings & Pence 
or we ſhall be nothing 
An hundred Years hence. 
We'll kiſs, and be free, | 
With All, Betty, and Nelly, 
Have Oyfters, and Lobfters, 
Aud Maids by the Belly 
| C 


Here's: 


Fiſts 
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Fiſh-Dinners will make | > You 
A Laſs ſpring like a Flea 5 
Dame Venus (Love's Goddeſs) In ſp! 
Was born of the Sea: | Bo 
With Bacchus, and with her, Such 
We'll tickle the Senſe, 0 
For we ſhall be paſt it | 2 Whil 
An hundred Years hence. | 1 f 
The moſt beautiful Bit, 0 L 
That hath all Eyes upon her, | Bae: 2 


That her Honefty ſells, 
For a Hantgouft of Honour; 
Whoſe Lightneſs, and Brightneſs, 
Doth ſhine in fuch Splendor, r 
That none but the Stars | | = 
Are thought fit to attend her: 
Though now ſhe be pleaſaor, 
And ſweet to the Senſe, 
Will be damnable mouldy 
An hundred Years hence. 


The Uſurer, that 
In the Hundred takes Twenty, 
Who wants in his Wealth, 4 An 
And pines in his Plenty, 

Lays up for a Seaſon 
Which he ſhall ne'er ſee, 

The Year One-theuſand 

- Eight-hundred and three: 

His wit, and his wealth, 
His learning, and ſenſe, 

Shall be turned to nothing 

An hundred Years hence. 


ö . 3 93 63 . 
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You Chancery- Lawyers, 
Whoſe Subtilty chrives, 
In ſpinning out Suits 
To the length ot three Lives; 


Such Suits which the Clients 


Do wear out in flavery, 


Whilſt Pleader makes Conſcience 


A Cloak for his Knav'ry: 
May boaſt of Subtilty, 

In the preſent Tenſe, 
Bat Non eft inventus 

An hundred Years hence. 


Then why ſhould we turmoil 
In Cares and all Fears, 
Turn all our Tranquillity 
To Sighs and Tears; 
Let's eat, drink, and play, 
Till the worms do corrupt us, 
Tis certain, poſt mortem 
Nulla valupta: | 
Let's deal with our Damſels, 
That we may from thence, 
Have Broods to ſucceed us W 
An hundred Years hence. 


Song 36. This great World, &c: 
is great world js a Trouble, 


Where all muſt their Fortunes bear 
Make the moſt of the Bubble 7 


#Z You'll have but Neighbours Fare, 


Let not Jealouſy teaze ye, 


Think of nonghrt but to pleaſe ye; 
What's paſt, tis but in * ? ; 
For Mortals to wiſh again, 

8 | 2 
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When dull Cares do atrack ye, 
Drinking will thoſe Clonds repel ; 


Four good Bottles will make ye 


Happy, they ſeldom fail. 


If a fifth ſhovld be wanted, 


Ask the Gods, 'twill be granted ; 
Thus, with Eaſe, you'll obtain 
A Remedy for all Pain, 
Song 37. Some ſay Women, &c, 
Ome ſay, Women are like the Seas, 


Some the Waves, and ſome the Rocks: 


Some, the Roſe that ſoon decays; 

Some the Weather, ſome the Cocks: 

But if you'll give me leave to tell, 

There's nothing can be compar'd ſo well, 
As wine, wine, Women, and wine ; 

They run in a Parallel, they runin a Parallel. 


Women are witches, when they will, 
So is wine, ſo is wine; 


| They make the Stateſman loſe his skill, 


The Soldier, Lawyer, and Divine; 

They put a Jig in the graveſt Skull, 

And ſend their wits to gather wool : 
*Tis wine, &c. P 


Zerren 
5 t 
= 
O 


What is't that makes your Viſage ſo pale? i * 
* t 


What is't that makes your Looks divine? 


What is't that makes your Courage to fail 
Is it not Women? Is it not wine? 


"Tis wine will make you fick when you're well; 
"Tis women that make your Forehead to ſwell 
. wine, &c. N | 
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| Song 38. Tho' envious old Age. 


'F Hough envious od Age 
Scems in part to im pair me, 

And make me the ſport 

Ot the wanton and gay; 
Brisk wine ſhall recruit, 

As Life's winter does wear me; 
And ſtill I've a Heart 

To do what I may. | 
Then Venus beſtow me ſome Damſel of beanty ; 
Here's Bacchus ſhall give me a cheriſhing plas ; 


Silenus, tho” old, ſhall to both do his Duty; 


And now claſp the Bottle, and then claſp the Laſs 
'i'he Laſs, the Bottle, the Bottle, the Laſs, 


And now claſp the Bottle, and then claſp the Laſo 


Song 39. Wine's a Miſtreſs. 


Ine's a Miſtreſs gay and eaſy, 
Ever free to give Delight; 

Let what may perplex and teaze ye, 

Tis the Bottle ſets all right. 

Who would leave a laſting Treaſure, 

To embrace a childiſh Pleaſure, 
Which ſoon as taſted takes its Flight ? 

Pierce the Cask of gen'rons Claret, 
Rouze your Hearts, e'cr *tis too late; 


Fill the Goblet, never ſpare it, 


That's your Armour gainſt all Fate. 


| Song 40. Folly Town Rakes. | 


- 


* 


Hat life can compare with a jolly Town-rake £.. 

| When in his full ſwing of all. pleaſure he 
At Noon he gets up, for a whet, and to dine; (takes 
And wings the ſwift Hours, with Mirth, Maſick 


and Wine. C 3 * 1 


. 8 J 
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Then jogs to the Flay-houſe, and chats with the 
M,⸗asks, | (Flasks; 
Ard thence to the Roſe, where he takes his three 
There, great as a Caſar he revels, when drunk, 
And ſcours all he meets, as he reels to his Punk, 
And finds the dear Girl in his Arms, when he 
wakes: | | | 1 
What Lite can compare to the jolly Town-rakes ? 


> He, like the great Turb, has his fav'rite ſhe, 
But the Town's his Seraglio, & ſtill he lives free: 


Sometimes ſhe's a Lady, but as he muſt range, 
Black Betty, or Oyſter Moll, ſerve for a Change. 


With F 
By the 
And he 
doub 
Her Ch 
| Cc 
| As Flo 


His dar 
And tl 
ma 


. - * 1 - + — > — 
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As he varies his Sports, his whole Life is a Feaſt 
He thinks him that's ſobereſt the moſt like a Beaſt :3 By Cor 
At Hcuſes of Pleaſure breaks Windows and Doors, And ou 


Kicks Bullies, and Cullies, then lies 


r . nn 
— —— — —— ̃ ͤůÄ— Ek ·˙—˙* 


And thus he lives longeſt, becauſe he lives faſt; 


— 
- _ — ——— — — — — — —— — — 


Whores. | 


Rare work for the Surgeon & Midwife he makes: 


And improving his Hours, lives an Age in a Year. 
For as Life is uncertain, he loves to make haſte, 


Then leaps in the dark, and his Exit he makes: 


What Death can compare with the jolly Town- 
Rake's ? 5 | | 


LY 1 


vith their 


; Reliev 
i And . 


we 


W hat life can compare witk the jolly Town-rakes? Tuben 
Thus in Covent · garden he makes his Campaigns, And a 
And no Coftee-houfe haunts, but to ſettle his brains | Our J. 
He langhs at dry Morals, and never does think, From 
Unleſs tis to get the beſt Wenches, and Drink. 
He dwells in a Tavern, and lives ev'ry where, 5 
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th the | Song 41. While Phillis is drinking. 
Flasks; Hile Phillis is drinking, Love and Wine in 
s three W Alliance, a 


runk, With Forces united, bids reſiſtleſs Defiance; 
Punk, By the Touch of her Lips the wine ſparkles higher 

hen he And her Eyes from her Drinking, redouble, re- 

8 double their Fire. 5 
rakes? 

Her Cheeks glow the brighter, recruiting theig 


A | Colour, 

s free: As Flowers by ſprinkling, reviye with freſh Odour; 
age, lis dart dipt in wine, Love wounds beyond curing, 
age. And the Liquor, like Oil, makes the Flame, 


| Feaft | makes 'the Flame more enduring. 


Beaſt : ; „ By Cordials of wine, Love is kept from expiring, 
Doors. And our Mirth is enliven'd by Love, & Dehiring ; 
their "i Relieving each other, the Pleaſure is laſting, 
And ve never are cloy 'd 8 are ve, arc ever a 
taſting. 


Then Phillis, begin, let our Raptures aboun I, 


akes: ; 
ns, | And a Kiſs, and a Glaſs, be ſtill going round; 


rakes? 


= Our Joys are immortal, ' while thus we remove, 
From Love to the Bottle, from the Bottle, the | 
Bottle to Love. 


> | Song 42. Here's a Health to the King, 
ſe, : Ere's a Health to the K. and a laſting Peace, 


aſt ; : May Faction be damn d, and Diſcord ceafe ; 
TE Come, let us drink it, while we've Breath, - 
i For there's no drinking after Death: 

And he that won't with this comply, 

Down among the dead Men, 
*- Down among the dead Men, 3 
2 Down, Down a Mong the dead Men, let bim lie. 

ng C4 Now 
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Now a Health r0 the Queen, and may {He long 
B'our q ſt fair Toaſt, ro grace Gun Song . 


Of wi'your Hats, wi'your Knee on the Ground, And dr 


Jake off your Bumpers all around; 
And he that will not drink his dry, 
Down among, &c. 1 e 


Let charming Beauty's Health go round, 
In hem ce leſtial Joys are found; 
And may confuſion ſtill purſue, 
The ſenſeleſs Woman-hating Crew: 
And he that will this Health deny, 

Down amono, &c. | 
Here's thriving to rade, and the Common weah 
And Patriots to the:r Country leal ; | 
Put who for Bribes gives Satan his Soul, 
May he neter laugh o'cr a flowing Bowl : 
And all that with ſuch Rogues comply, 

Down among, &c. 

In ſmiling Bacchus's Joys I'll roll, 

Deny no Pleaſures to my Soul: 

Let Bacchas's Health round ſwiftly move, 

For Bacchus is a Friend to Love: | 

And he that doth this Health deny, 
Down among, &c. | 


Song 43. We'll drink, and will never. 


E'Il drink, & we'll never have done, Boys, 
Put the glaſs then around with the Sup, 


For he's drunk ev'ry Night, 
That mekes him ſo bright, 1 85 
That he's able next Morning to light us. 
Drinking's a Chriſtian Diverſion. 


= 
"= - 
-—_ 


Let Apollo's Example invite us, (Boys; 


Unknown to the Turk, and the Perſian, LS 
| et 
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Let / 
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Whil 
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Let Mahometan Fools 
Live by heatheniſh Rules, 


And dream oer their Tea pots, and Coffee ; 


While the brave Britons ſing, 
And drink Healths to the King, 
And a- fig for their Sultan, and Sopl. y · : 


Song 44. Come, lei 1 prepare. 
ThE ſages of old, in Prophecy toll 
' The Cauſe of a Nation's undoing ; | 
But our new Ergliſþ breed, no Prophecies need, 
For each one here ſeeks his own Ruin. 


With grumbling and jars, we promote civil wars, 
And preach up falſe Tenets to many; 

We ſnarl, and we bite, we rail, and we fight 
For Religion, yet no Man has any. 


Then him let's commend, that's true to his Friend 
And the Church and the Senate would ſettle; 
Who delights not in Blood, bat draws when he 
And bravely ſtands brunt to the Battle. (ſhon'd 


ho rails not at Kings, nor politick things, 
Nor Treaſon will ipeak when he's mellow; 

But takes a full glaſs, to his Country's ſucceſs : 
This, this is an honeſt, brave Fellow. 


Song 45. He that will not merry merry be. 
E that will not merry, merry be, 
With a generous Bowl and a Toaſt, 


= he in Bridevell be ſhut up, 


nd faſt bound to a Poft. 
Let hin be merry, merry there, 
And cve'll be merry, merry bere : 
For who can know qyhere awe ſball go, 
To be merry another Tear? 


C5 
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He that will not merry, merty be, 


And take his Glaſs in courſe, Sha 
May he boblig'd ro drink ſmall Beer, | 

Ne er a penny in his Purſe: $quea! 

Let him be merry, &c. | Wh 

He that will not merry, merry be, 9 

With a Comp'ny of jolly Boys, ng 

May he be plagu'd with a ſcolding Wife. 'Wh, 

o confound him with her Noiſe: |. 
Lot him be merry, &c. | 1 7 


He that will not merry, merry be, 
With his Miftreſs in his Bed; 1 

Let him be buried in rhe Church- Yard, 

And me put in his ftead: | 

Let bim be merry, &. 


Song 46. Oh! lead me to ſome, Ke. For I 

H! lead me to ſome peaceful Room, And! 
Where none but honeft Fellows come; Wh 

Where wives loud Clappers never ſound, 1 h 

But an eternal Laugh goes round. 3 

There let me drown in wine my Pain, Were 

And never think of Home again: 7 

What Comfort can a Husband have, Sweet 

To rule the Houſe where he's a Slaves? þ at 
| 1 " 

Song 47. Come, be free, &c. For l 

C be free, my lovely Laſſes, Lie 

Baniſh dull reſtraining Pride; | (You 

Now were o'er our generous Glaſſes, EY But tl 

Leet the Mask be thrown aſide. | We 


With our wit ſweet Kiſſes blending, 
Tou its Virtues Mall improve; 


- =.” 
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wine our warm Defires befriending, 
Shall increaſe the power of Love. 


$queamiſh Prudes may take occaſion, 
Whilſt they burn with inward Fire, 
To condemn a generous Paſſion, 
Which they never could inſpire: 
But how -curs'd is their Condition, 
Whilſt in us they Freedom blame? 
Every Night pant for Fruition, 
Yet find none to meet their Flame. 


Song 48. When ſhe came ben ſve bob'd. 


8 fill me a Bumper, my jolly, brave Boys, 

. Let's have no more female Impert'nence | 

and Noiſe ; (Love, 
For I've try'd the Endearments and Pleaſures ofß 
And I find they're but nonſenſe & whimſies by Joe 


When firſt of all Betty and J were acquaint, 

I whin'd like a Fool, and ſhe ſigh'd like a Sainte 
But I found her Religion, her Face & her Love, 

Were Hypocriſy, Paint, & Self-interett, by Fove. 


Sweet Cicely came next, with her languiſhing Air, 
Her out- ſide was orderly, modeſt, and fair; 

But her Soul was ſophiſticate, ſo was her Love, 
For | found ſhe was only a Strumpet, by Fove. 


Little double- gilt Jennys gold charm'd me at laff, 

(You know Marriage & Money together does beſt) 

But the Baggage forgetting her vows & her love, 
Gave her gold to a ſniv'Iing, dull Coxcomb, by 


Fove. 


CO —— — u — — 2 
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Come fill me a Bumper then, jolly, brave Boys, | Wealth 

Here's a farewel to female Impert'nence & Noiſe; Equal 
I know few of the Sex that are worthy my Love,] Wine 1 
And for ſtrumpets & jilts, I abhor them, by fore, | And in 


Song 49. Let Soldiers fight. 3 XV; 
E T Soldiers fight for Prey or Praiſe, 
And Money be the Miſer's wiſh; 
Poor Scholars ftudy all their Days, 
And Gluttons gloty in their Diſh: 
"Tis wine, pure wine revives ſad Souls, 
E ereſore fill us the chearing Bowls, 


Let Minions marſhal ev'ry Hair, 
And in a Lover's Lock delight, 
And artificial Colours wear; | 
Pure wine is native red and white: 
Tis vine, &c. | | 
The backward Spirit it makes brave, 

That lively which bcfore was dull ; 
Opens the Heart that loves to ſave, 2 
And Kindneſs flows from Cups brim- full: 
—2_— _:--- ” 
Some Men want Youth, and others Health, 
Some want a wife, and ſome a Punk, 

Some Men want wit, and others wealth; 
_ But they want nothing that are drunk: 
*Tis wines &c. ; EIS | 


Song 50. Of all Foys, &c. 


F all Joys we e'er poſſeſt, | 

Love and Wine are ſtill the beſt; 
Sweetly they by turns controul, | 
Wine the Heart, and Love the Soul, 


Wealth; 


| ESE *; 1 — 


— 


Wealth and Power ftrive in vain, 


_ Whilſt we drink wine & ſing as it it were ſpring, 


Then let us drink, and never ſhrink, 
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Equal Happineſs to gain, 

Wine ſuperior Joy doth prove, 
And in ſober Seaſons, Love. 
Of all Joys we e er poſſeſt, 

Love and wine are ftill the bef, 


Song 51. Come, let us prep ire. 


F any ſo wiſeis, that ſack he defpiles, 
Let him drink his ſmall Beer, and be ſober; 


He ſhall droop like the Trees in October. 
But be ſure, over Night if this Dog do yon bite, | 


You take it henceforth for a warning, 
Soon as out of your Bed, to ſettle your Head, 
'Fake a Hair of his Tail in the Morning. 


And not to be filly to follow old Lilly, | 
For there's nothing but wine that can tune us; 
Let his ne aſſueſcas be put in his Cap cale, 
And ling bibito vinum jejunus. 


Song 52. There was a jouial, 


come, all ye jolly Bacchanals, 
That love to tope good wine, | 
Let us offer up a Hegſhead | | 
Unto our Maſter's ſhrive. 
And a toping we will go, &c. 


For I'll give a Reaſon why; 

'Tis a great Sin to leave a Houſe, 

Till we've drank the Cellar dry. 
And a taping, &c. 


0 ＋ 
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In Times of old I was a Fool, 
I drank the Water clear; | 
But Bacchus rook me from that Rule, 
He thought twas too feyere, 

And a toping, &c. 


He fill'd a Goblet to the Brim, 
And bade me take a Sup; 

But had it been a Gallon Pot 
By Fove I'd toſs d it op. 

And a toying, &c, 


And ever ſince that happy Time, 

Good wine has been my Cheer: 

Now nothing puts me in a Swoon, 

But water, or Small- beer. 
And a toying, GC. 


Then let us rope about, my Boys, 
And never flinch, nor fly 

But fill our Skins brim- full of wine, 
And drain the Bottles dry. 

And a toping, &c. 


Song 53. How happy are we. 


H 0 W happy are we, 
| Who from thinking are free, 
That curbing Diſeaſe of the Mind ? 
Cau indulge ev'ry Taite, 
Love where we lik“ beft, 
Not by dull Reputation confin'd. 


When ve're young, fit to toy, 
Gay Delights we enjoy, 

And have Crouds of new lovers Rill woo- 
When we're old and dJecay d (ing; 
We procure for the Trade, 18 

Still ia every Age we are an 


* 
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If a Cully we meet, 
We ſpend what we get, I 
Ev'ry Day for the next never think; 
When we die, where we go, 
We have no Senſe to know, 
For a Bawd always dies in her drink, 


Song 54. Gavd in Otho 


Acchus, God of mortal Pleaſure, 
Ever give me thy dear Treaſure, 

How I long for rother Quart! 
Drowſy waiter, fince tis no later, | 
Why ſhould good Companions part? 


Hie that's willing, whip a Shilling, | 
Follow this Example round: ! 
If you wear a lib'ral ſpirit, | | 
Pat about the generous Claret, 
Atter Death no Drinking's found. 


Song 55. She tells me with Claret. 


OE tells me with Claret ſhe cannot agree, 
8 And ſhe thinks of a Hogſhead whene er The 
ſees. me: 
For I ſmell like a beaſt, and therefore muſt I, 
Reſolve to forſake her, or Claret deny. 
Muſt I leave my dear Bottle, that was always 
my Friend ? 8 | 5 
And 1 hope will continue ſo to my Life's End? 
Muſt I leave it for her? tis a very hard Task: 
Let her go to the Devil, to the Devil: Bring 
tot her Flask. | Co 
Had fhe tax'd me with Gaming, zud bid me 
lorbear, | | —_ 
S Tis a thouſand to one I had lent her au Ear: 
un Lc, Had 
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Had ſhe fennd out my Sally, up 3 pair of ftairg 


I had baulk' d her, and gone to Sr. Fames's to 


Prayers: | 
Had ſhe bade me read Homilies three times a-da 
She perhaps had been humour'd, with little toſay: 
But at night to deny me my Bottle of Red, 


Let her go tothe De vil, there's no more to be ſaid, | 
Song 56. Thy vain Purſuit, fond Youth give o'er, | 


] F wine and muſick have the power 
1 To eaſe the Sickneſs of the Soul, 
Let Ph&bas e ry ftring explore, 
And Bacchus fill the ſprightly bowl. 


Let them their friendly aid employ, 
To make my Chle's abſence light, 
And ſeek for pleaſures to deſtroy 
The ſorrows of this live- long Night. 


But ſhe to- morrow will return; 
Venus, be thou to-morrow great, 
Thy Myrtles ſtrow, thy Odours burn, 
And meet the fav'rite Nymph in State. 


Kind Goddeſs, to no other Powers 

Loet us to-morrow's Bleſlings own; 

Thy darling Loves iball guide the hours, 
And all the Day be thine alone. 


Song 57. If Lowe's a ſweet Paſſion, 


IE wine be a Cordial, why does it torment ? 
If a Poiſon, oh tell me, whence comes my 
Content? | 


comp ain? Rohn 
Or repent ev'ry Morn, when I know 'tis in vain? 


- 
* 


| Since I drink it with pleaſure, * why ſhould 1 


et 


pre 
By its { 
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Yet ſo charming the Glaſs is, fo deep is the quart, 


| That at once it both drowns, and enlivens my 


Heart. 


I takeit off briskly, and when it is down, 
By my jolly Com plection I make my Joy known: 


Eut oh! how I'm bleſt ! when ſo ſtrong it does 


prove, 
By its ſovereign Heat to expel that of Love! 
When in quenching the old, I create a new flame 


And am wrapt in ſuch Pleaſures that ſtill wants a 


Name. 


Song 58. J am a Jolly Toper- 


- 


F | NP all Occnpations 


It? 
's my 


nld 1 


vain? 
Let 


A Toper's far the beſt, 
For when the world's Affairs run croſs 
Good Liquor gives him reft; | 
And à toping we will go, will go, will ga, 
And a toping will go. Ts 
Here's to thee, honeſt Jack my Boy, 
This wine will chear our Hearts; 


And if the Bottle's almoſt out 
Mell call for t'other Quart. 


And a toping, &c. 

Mat tho' your ſober Sneakers 
Call qoily Topers Swine ; 

Becauſe they wallow in the Diet. 


And we do ſwim in wine: And à tcping, &e. 


The Muſick that delights us moſt,  _ 
Is when the Bar-bell rings; „55 
For when the vine's got in our Heads 
Me fancy that we're Kings: Aud a topine, &c. 


Good 
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Good Liquor drives away all Cares I biace the 
Mdich do perplex Men's Lives; And Fanc 
For when we've drank our Courage up | 
Mie fear no ſcolding wives: And a tojirg, &a le Mer 


> * | k 
We'll drink at Morn, at Noon, at Night, 22 
The Glaſs ſhall fill go round: And wean 


And when we cannot fir upright, | 
We'll drink upon the Ground: And a mig Thile to | 

See how the ſhining Sparktes riſe — i e 
When you fill your Glaſſes high, DE 89 * 
Tho' gouty Pains attack our Limbs, 5 ” | 


We'll drink until we die: And à toping, & So! 
The Lover lives by Celia's Smiles IA Pox 
And if ſhe frowns he dies ; EZ Wh: 
But what are women's ſmiles or frown Let the r: 
To jolly drinking Bays: And a toping, &. Let them 


Let Miſers heap up ſordid Gold 22 Their ( 
To pleaſe their greedy Souls ; | Sola 
Me value not their Maſs of Dirt What Co: 


Give us but flowing Bowls: And 4 toping, & their 
Let Migs and Teries plague their Heads Aud thei! 
To ſettle tate Aſai, At old 1 
We'll drink and ne'er regard their noiſe Had they 
If we live a thouſand Years: And a toping, & 1 

rie 

| Song 59 On, on, my dear Brethren. He has 
1 Ere's to thee, my Damon, let's drink a of V 
| . „ I mind 1 


And drown all our Cares in full bumpers of ſnerti Let them 
Commit e' ry care to the Guardians above, Let then 
And we'll live like Immortals in pleafure & lo At my 1 


Here's Phillis's health, lo! the Liquor flows hight x of 
Tis Phillis's Name that awakens the Fire: 2 


8 
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gince the Liquor is clear, let our Eloquence ſhine, ' 
And Fancy be brisk, as the ſparkling wine. 


Ye Nymphs, and ye Graces, ye Cupids, ye Swains do 
Go pluck the ſweet Roſes, the pride of the plains; 
Pluck only ſuch Roſes as worthy the Fair, 

And weave her a Chaplet with diligent Care: 


While. to yon cool Poplar's kind ſhace we etice, 
{To melt in Embraces, and mingle our Fire ; 

In languiſhing bliſſes, we'll live, & we'll die, 
She'll melt in the Flames, that I catch at her Eye. 


„ &c Song 60. If Lowe's a ſweet Paſſion 


Pox of this fooling, and plotting of late, 

"A Whar a pother & ſtir has it kept inthe fate. 
Let the rabble run mad with ſuſpicions and fears, | 
Let them ſcuffle, and jar, till they go by the Ears: | 

Their Grievances never ſhall trouble my Pate, 
Hol can enjoy my dear Bottle in State, 
„bat Coxcombs were thoſe, who wouid barter 
Ag, © their Eaſe, | 1 
Ad their Necks for a Toy, a thin wafer at Maſs? 
At old Tyburn they never had needed to ſwing, 
Had they been but true Subjects to Drink and 
ng, & their King; þ : 
A Friend, and a Bottle is all my Deſign; 


7. 


— 8 ” ——— teh 23 


* 
4 
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. He has no room for Treaſon, that's top full 
II mind not the Members and Makers of Laws; 
ſherry 


Let them fit or prorogne, as his Majeſty pleaſe : 
et them damn us to Wollen, I'll never repine 


& lou At my Lodging when dead, ſo alive J have wine: 
higbe Yet oft in my Drink I can hardly forbear 

8 17 | | 
: To curſe them for making my Claret ſo dear. 


4 2 
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Song 61. If Lowe's a ſweet P. Jon. 2 
JAY, good Maſter Bi. chys aſtride on your e' et F 
Since our Champagne's all gone, and | It once 
Claret's run cut; 7 
Which of all the brick wines in your Emj 


Song 
that grow, 
Will ſerve to delight your poor Drunkards belt ws | 
Reſol ve us, grave Sir, and ſoon ſend it over, 08 
Left we die, leſt we die of the Sin of be'ng fob: PR Fat 


5 Song 62, Come fill 2 Glaſs. Hare yon 
CF *Ome;, fill me a Glaſs, fill it high, When ſ 
A Bumper, a Bumper I'll have: The glob 
Hess a fool that will flinch, I'll not bare an la o bro 
_ Tho'I drink mylelf into my Grave. Iwpen this 


Here's a Health to all thoſe jolly Souls, 


Health to | Wno d. 
Who like me will never give o'er, e had 
Whom no Danger controuls, but will take « re N 
And merrily Rickle for more. (their boy PPS 
Drown Reaſon and all ſuch weak Foes, | 88 


Iͤs ſcorn to obey her Command; | Su 
Con'd ſhe ever ſuppoſe I'd be led by the Noſe, Tin 
And let my Glaſs idly ſtanddꝰ 1 
Reputatioa's a Bugbear to Fools, rae , 
A Foe to the Joys of dear drinking, We'll m 
Made uſe of by Tools, who'd ſer us new Ru- We Gi 
And bring us to politick 'I hinking. 


brave E. 

Fill 'em all, I'll have fix in my Hand, Requi 
For I've trifl'd an Age away: [And ma 
is in vain to command, the fleeting Sand That 


nthinh 
And 


Rowls on, and cannot ſtay. 
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ome, my Lads, move the Glaſs, drink about, 
We'll drink the Uniceiſe dry; 


ur Bafye'l] f:t Foot to Foot, and drink It all out, 
and i Tt once we giow ſober ve die. 


To het him cer he dine. 


Em Song 63. Ring, ring the Bar-Bell, &, 
bel Ing, ring the Bar-Bell of the world, a 
RP R Great Bacchus calls for wine: | 
5 kobl Haſte pierce the Globe, its Jaices drain, 


Have yon not heard the Bottle click, 
When ſirſt you bave poured forth; 

EThe globe ſhall cluck, as ſoon as rapp'd, 
Lo brood ſuch "Fit of worth. 


EWhen this world's out, morc worlds we'll have, 


„ Ms dare oppoſe the Call; 
- If we had twice ten thouſand wes, 
. * Ere Night we'd drink them all. 


Bee, ſee our Drawer Atlas comes, 

His Cask upon his Back; 

Noſe. Haſte, drink and ſwill, "AY GED amain, 
Till all our Girdles crack, * 


Illo cry'd, Let's drink amain, 
Left Lime ſhould go aſtray, 

We'll make Time drunk, the reſt reply'd, 
We Gods can make a Bay. 


Brave Hercules, who took the Hint, 

| Required Time to drink; 

and And made him gorge ſuch Potions down, 
That Time forgot to think. 


nthinking Time thus overcome, 


And nonplus'd in the valt ; 8 
Jr y S | Dilloly'd 


* 
A 
— — _  — 
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Diſſolv'd in the Æthereal world | 
Sigh'd languiſh'd, groan'd his laſt. 


Now Time's no more, let's drink away, 
Hang flinching, make no words: 
Like true-born -Bacchanalian Souls, 
We'll get. as drunk as Lords, 


Song 64, Young Bacchus, when merry, & 
You Bacchus when merry, beſtriding his 
F Proclaimed a neighbourly Feaft ; | 
The firft that appear'd was a Man of the Gown, 
A A pally parochial Prieft; 
He fill'd op his Bowl, drank a health to the ( 
Preferring it to the Kin g 
Altho he long ſince had left both in the Lure 
Yer he canted like any thing, 


The next was a talkative Blade (whom we cal 
A DoGtor of the civil Law) 

He gozzP'd and drank up the Devil and all, 
As faſt as the Drawer could draw; 

But a Health to all Nobles he ſtifly deny d, 

Tpho' laſtily he could will, 

Becauſe, ſtill the faſter the Quality dy'd, 
It brought him more Grift to his Mill. 


The next a Phyfician to Ladies and Lords, 
5 Who eaſes all Sickneſs and Pain, 
And conjures Diſtempers aways with hard wot 


W hich he knows is the Head of his gain; 


He ſtept from his Coach, fill'd his Cup to the h 

And qaaffing did freely agree, 

That Bacchus, who gave us ſuch Cordial tod 
N as a better Tones than he. 
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The next was a Juſtice who never read Law, 
With twenty Informers behind, VV 
7, Jon free-coft he tippl'd, and ſtill bid them draw, 1 
Till his worſhip had drank himſelf blind; | 
Then reeling away, they rambl'd in queſt v 
Ot Drankards and Jilts of the Town, | 
That they might be puniſh'd, to frighten the reſt, 
Except they would drop him a Crown. 


The fifth was a tricking Attorney at Law, 
By Tallymen chiefly employ 'd, 

Who lengthen'd his Bil] with co-hby and mawaraw, 
And a thouſand ſuch Items beſide; Wi 

The health, that he drank, were to Weſtminſter-hall 
And all the grave Dons of the Gowns ; 

Kependum in Petro, durendum in Paul, 
Such Latin ſure never was known. 


The laſt that appear'd was a Soldier in red, 
With his Hair doubl'd under his Hat, 
ho was by his Trade a fing Gentleman made, 

_ Tho' as hungry and poor as a Rat; 
d, | He ſwore by his God, tho? he liv'd by his King, 


+ 


5 
* 
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41 Or the Help of ſome impudent Punk, | 
* That he would not depart, till he made the 
vo Butt fing, 


And himſelf moſt contoundedly drunk. 


* - 
1 ds op . 


f wy Song 65. 1 wiſh my Love were in a Mire. 2 


T HE thirſty Earth ſoaks up the Rain, 
And drinks, and gapes for Drink again. 
The Plants ſuck in the Earth and Air, 

With conftant drinking freſh and fair. 

The Sea itſelf, which one would think, 
Should have but little need of Drink. 
I — 
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Drinks ten thouſand Rivers up, 
So fill'd, that they o' erflow the Cup. 


| The buſie Sun (and one ſhould gueſs, 21 


By's drunken fiery Face, no leſs, ) 


Drinks up the Sea; and when h'as done, 


The Moon and Stars drink ap the Sun; 
They drink and dance by their, own Light, 


They drink and revel all the Night: 


Nothing in Nature's ſober found, 


But an eternal Health goes round. 
Fill vp the Bowl then, fill it high, 


Fill all the Glaſſes there; for why 
Should ev'ry Creature drink but I, 


Why, Men of Morals, tell me why ? 
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The L \ DIES Delight: Or, a Choice { 
Collection of Love SoNGs, &. Ji 


Song 66. Cupid, Ged of pleaſi ug &c.. '4 
———JUPID, God of pleaſing - 
Er yo W Anguiſh, 1 
e Teach th' ehamonr'd Swain 
1 5 — to langu iſb, 
— . wo - 
WI know 
BAY] Heroes would be loft in Her,, 3 4 
Did not Love n er 
4 3 
Did not Love inſpire their Glory; 
Love does all that's great below, Ko es 
Love does _ that. great below. | | 
= a 


— 


— 
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Song 67. Young Damon once the, &. 
Wey, no more miſpend your Prime, 
| But wiſely uſe the preſent Time, 
Nor truft to future Day; | 


In vain vou think that lovely 
Adorn'd with every blooming Grace, 


Will notin Time decay, 


Obſerve the Lillies in the Fields, 

That pleaſant Scents and ProſpeQs yield, 

How ſhort their Beauty laſts; 

| How ſoon their blooming whiteneſs fades 
How foon they mourn with droo 


In Winter's chilly Blaſts. 


Then to fome Youth thy Charms reſign, 
(Oh! may the happy Fate be minc) 


And kindly crown his joys; 


It in. your Bloom yoa yield to Love, 
The Swain will ever conftant prove, 
When Age that Bloom deſtroys. 


Song 68. Chloe be wiſe, &c. 
EM: be wiſe, ng more perplex me, 
Flight not my Love at ſuch a rate; 
Should I your Scan return twill vex you: 
Love mach abus'd will turn to Hate. 


Hew can fo lovely, fair a Creature 

Put on the Looks of cold Diſdain ; 
Women were firſt deſign'd by Nature 
| To give a Pleaſure and not a Pain. 


Kindneſs c.catus a Flame that's lafting, 
When other Charms ae fled away. |; 
Fhink then the Time we now are wafting ; + 
Threw off thoſe Frowns, 


_ —_— 


ping Heads 


Love obey. * 
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Song 69. My Goddeſs Celia, &a. 
y Goddeſs Celia, heavenly fair, 
As Lillies ſweet as foſt as Air; 
Let looſe thy Treſſes ſpread thy Charms, 
nd to my Love give freſh Alarms, 
O let me gaze on thoſe bright Eyes, 
ho' ſacred Lightning from them flics, 
Shew me that ſoft that modeſt Grace. 
hat paint's with chaming red thy Face, 


; ive me Ambroſia in a Kiſs, 
es bat I may rival Fove in Bliſs; 
4s That I may mix my Soul with thine. 
eads And make the plealure all divine. -» 


JO hide thy Boſoms killing White. 
* The Milky Way is not ſo bright; 
eſt you my raviſh'd Soul oppreſs, 
With Beauty's Powp and ſweet Exceſs. 
Why draw'ſt thou from the Purple Flood 
Jof my kind Heart the vital Blood» ' 
Thou art all over endleſs Charms ? ; 4 
Ol take me dying to thy Arms. ER: 
| Song 70. Tell me, tell me, charming Creature. + 
i 37 lovd a charming Creature, 
_ But the Flame with which I burn, 
Is not for each tender Feature, 
Nor for her Wit nor ſprightly Tarn, 
ut for ber down down derry down ; 
But for ber down down derry down . 
n the Grafs I ſaw her lying, 
. Strait Iſeiz'd her tender Waiſt, 
5 Vn her Back ſhe lay complying, 
85 | D 2 
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With her lovely Body plac'd, 


The Merchant robb'd of Treaſure, 


Under my down down &c. 


But the Nymph being young and tender, 


Cou'd not bear the dreadful Smart, 


Still unwilling to ſurrender 


Call'd Mamma to take the part 
Of ber down down &c, 


| Out of breath Mamma come rnnning, 


To prevent poor Nanny's Fate, 

But the Girl now grown more cunning, 

Cry'd Mamma you're come too late, 
Foy I am down down RK. 

Song 71. Twas when the Seas were roaring, 
WAs when the Seas were roaring, 
1 With hollow Blaſts of Wind, : 
A Damſel lay deploring, 

All on a Rock reclind; 
Wide oer the roaring Billows 
She caſt awiſhful Look; 


ber Head was crown'd with Willows, 
"That tremble o're the Brook ; 


Twelve Months were gone and over, 


And nine long tedious Days; 


Why did'ft thou vent'rous Lover, 
"Why did'tt thou truſt the Seas? 


Ceaſe ceaſe then cruel Ocean, 
And let my Lover reft; 98 
Ahl whats thy troubled Motion 
To that within my Breaft? 


Views Tempeſts in Deſpair; 


Th 
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No Eyes 
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| Repaid 
Each Bi 


When o 
His float 


wing, 


| Repaid each Blaſt with Sighing, 


| She bow'd her Head and dy'd. 


To the loſing of my Dear ? 


Bur none that loves you fo, 


Has nothing made in vain, 


Why then beneath the Water 


Do hidceus Rocks remain ? 


No Eyes thoſe Rocks diſcover, . 


That lurk beneath the Deep, 


To wreck the wand'ring Lover, 


And leave the Maid to weep. 
All melancholy lying, 
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But whats the Loſs of Treaſure, | 
| Should you fome Coaſt be laid on, 


Where Gold and Diamonds grow; 
| You'd find a richer Maiden, 


How can they ſay that Nature, 


Thus wail'd ſhe for ber Dear, 


Each Billow with a Tear: 


When o'er the wide Waves ftooping, 


His floating Corps ſhe ſpy d; 
Then like a Lilly drooping, 


* 


Song 72. Sweet are the Charms, &c. 


Weet are the Charms of her I love, 
More fragrant than the damask Roſe 
oft as the Down of Turtle Dove, 
JN Gentle as Air when Zephyr blows; | 
i Refreſhing as deſcending Rains, 4/0 <4 
Io Sun burnt Climes, and thirſty plains. 
True as the Needle to the pole, 
'q Or as the Dial to the Sun; 
, j Conſtant as gliding Waters rowl, 
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Whoſe ſwelling Tides obey the Moon: 
From ev'ry other Charmer free, 
My Life and Love ſhall follow thee. 


The Lamb the flow'ry Thyme devours, 


The Dam the tender Kid purſues; 
Sweet Philomel in ſFady Bowers, 
Ot verdant Spring her Note renews: 
All follow what they moſt admire, 
As I purſue my Soul's Defire. 


Nature muſt change her beauteons Face, 


And vary as the Seaſons riſe, 

As Winter to the Spring gives place, 

Summer th' Approach of Autumn flies: 
No Change on Love the Seaſons bring, 
Love only knows perpetual Spring. 


Devouring Time, with ſtealing Pace, 
Makes lofty Oake and Cedars bow; 
Marble Towers, aud Walls of -Braſs, 
In his rude March he levels low: 
But Time, deſtroying far and wide 
Love from the Soul can ne'er divide. 


Death only, with his cruel Dart, 
The gentle Cupid can remove ; 
And drive him from the bleeding heart, 
To mingle with the Bleft above: 
Where known to all his kinderd Train 
He finds a laſting Reſt ſrom pain. 


love and his Siſter air, the Soul, 


Twin. born from Heaven together came 
Love will the Univerſe controul, 
When dying Seaſons loſe their Name : 
Divine Abodes ſhall own his pow'r, 
When time and death ſhall be no more. 


— TY” 
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Song 73. Pu range around, &c. 5 
TAD I the World at my Command, 
And own*'d the Wealth of Sea and Land 
To Flora I'd preſent it all, . . 
And at her Feet lay down the Ball, 


Or was my Life by S:raps ſuſtain'd, 
From Door to Door by begging gain'd, 
Wou'd ſhe be mine I'd bieſs my Fate, 
Nor wiſh a more exalted State. 
Poſſeſling her, or rich, or poor, 

What is there to defire more ? 

There's nothing precious but her Charms, 


And pleaſure dwells but in her Arms. 


Oh grant ye powers? the Fair I love, 
May to my Vows propitious prove ; 
And from your Altars ſhall ariſe. 
The Smoke of daily Sacrifice, 


Among the Blcfhogs you beſtow 
On craving Mortals here below, 
Make but the lovely Maiden mine, 
III all the reſt with Joy reſign. 


Song 74. When Aurelia firſt J counted. 


Ooliſh Mortal, pray be eaſy, 
Angry Cupid made Reply; 

Do Florella,s Charms diſpleaſe ye! 
Die then fooliſh Mortal, die. 


+ Fancynot that I'll deprive her 


Of her captivating Store; 
Shepherd, no, I'll rather give her 
Twenty thouſand Beauties more. 
| DD -: 55 Were 
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Ware Flore. d, proud and ſcur, — 
Apt to mock a lover's Care; 
Juftly then you'd pray that power 
Should bo tal:ca from the Faiv. 
But though [ Ypread a Bicmiſh o'cr her 
No Relict from rhonco you'll find? 
Still fond Shepherd, you'd adore !. er, 
For the Beauties of her Mind, 


Song 75. Fly me not, Syſeia. 

Elia | my dearcft, no longer dep! ſs c, 

'S But haſten to bleſs 1 OY 
And fly to my Arms. 

O could I charm you. 

How I would warm you! 


How I. would revel and ſport in your Arms! 


No one is near, 
| Why ſhould we fear? 
Why ſhould we then theſe Moments delay? 
If I've offended, 
I ncer intended; 
I'll beg your Pardon another Day. 


Song 76. Celia, my deareſt, no longer depreſs m 
L me not, Silvia; why do you fly me? 


Hear me, fair Silvia, Though you deny me 
. You're all my Pleaſure, Yon're all my Treaſure 


- Yourre all my Joy, and all my Care. 

Kh Pity my A-guiſh, 

2 Sec how l Janyuiſh, 

+ See bow I languiſh, ah ! cruel Fair! 

S "Smi!- then and heal me, 
Orte and kill me, 

For Death is better than deſpair. 
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| Song 77. Pierrot's Dance, | _. 

Hall this whining, why all this pining ? 

Love is a Folly, and Beauty is vain; , 
Nothing ſo common as wealth and women, 


| To raiſe the Vapours, and to dull the brain. 


| To him that's merry, that frolicks and airy, , 


Nothing is grievous, nor nothing isſad; 
Then rouſe thy Spirit and take oft thy Claret, 
la one ſmiling Bumper a Care's to be had. 


If Chloe fly thee, and ſtill deny thee, 


Never look ſneaking, nor never 1epine: 


| 1t ris her faſhion, to flight your paſſion, 


Then ſeem moſt eaſy, and deny her thine: 
Yet flily woo her, and cloſely purſue her, 
Or ſhe'll prove a Tyrant, and laugh thee to ſcorn; 
When ſhe ſeems waggiſn, coquettiſn and prudiſh, - 
Then give her her Humour, and let her be gone 
When next you meet her, again intreat her, | 
And if you find ſtill ſhe'd make you her Tool, 


| Neer let it vex you, or once perplex you, 


She'll ſoon repent it, and find who's the Fool. 
Then tc requite her, deſpiſe her and flight her, 
And what you commended, as much diſcommend; 
But it love grieve thee, & till will not leave thee, 
Then love thyſelf firſt, & next love thy friend 

Song 78. Deſpairins be ſide a clear, &c, 
Larinda, the Pride of the Plain, 
So fam'd for her conquering Charms, 
Repenting her ſcorn of a Swain, 1 
$a penſive, and folding her Arms; 


Her Lute, end her ſhining Attire, 


Song 


Negleded, were laid at her fide: 
While pining with hopeteſs deſire, 


The Damſel thus mournfully cry d. 


D 5 oh 


With him more Content I had found, 
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Oh! cou'd the paſt Hours but return! 
When I triumph'd in Angelot's Heart! 

Clarinda would mutually burn, 
Would mutually foller the ſmart: 

But far from the Plain he is gone, 

Enjoys the ſweet Smiles, of a Fair, 

Whole kindneſs the Shepherd has won, 
And Clarinda no more is his Care. 


How oft at theſe Feet has he lain, 
Bewailing his ſorrowful Fate! 

But all bis Complaints were in vain, 
I fooliſhly doated on fate, 

J long'd to be gaz d on in Town, 
To ſparkle in golden Array, 

By Dreſs and by Charms to be known, 
Ia the Park, and at ev'ry new Play. 


J thought, without Grandeur and Fame, 
That Marriage no Bleſſing could prove; 
Some wealthy young Heir was my Aim, 
And I lighted poor Angelots Love: 
Such Madneſs beſotted my mind, 
I receiv'd all his Sighs with Diſdain; 
I regarded his Vows but as Wind, 
And ſcornfully ſmil'd at his Pain. 


How happy my Fortune had been, ; 
Could my Reaſon have conquer'd my Pride? 
In Bliſs I had rival'd a 2 55 . 
Had 1 been my dear Angelot's Bride. 


Than Grandeur and Fame can ſopply; 
For his Fondneſs my Wiſhes had crown'd 
With a Paſſion that never would die. 
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ad feafted on innocent Joy, | 

On the Pleaſures of Kindneſs and Eaſe; 
While the Fears which the Great-ones annoy, 

Had ne er interrupted my Peace. 
But ah! that glad Proſpect is gone, 

His Love I can never regain : | 
And the loſs I ſhall ever bemoan, 

Till Death ſhall relieve me from Pain. 


Thus wail'd the ſad Nymph all in Tears, 

When the Swain to the Green did advance : 
In his hand his new Conſort appears, 

With a Train gayly Join'd in a Dance: 
Impatient, and ſick at the Sight, 

To the neighbouring Grove ſhe retir d, 


; | (Once the Scene of her daily Delight) 


And fainting, in filence expir d. 
Song 79. Te gentle Gales, &c. 


Y E gentle Gales that fan the Air, 
And wanton in the flow'ry Grove, 


Oh! whiſper to my abſent Fair, 


My ſecret Pain, my endleſs Love: 
And at the breezy Cloſe of Day, 

When ſhe does ſeek ſome cool Retreat, 
Throw fpicy Odors in her way, 

And ſcatter Roſes at her Feet. 


That when ſhe ſees their Colours fade, 
And all their Pride neglected lie, 
Let it irfiruQ the charming Maid, 

That ſweets not timely gather'd, die. 


And when ſhe lays her Gown to reft, 


Let ſome auſpicious Viſion ſhow, 
Who 'tis that loves Camilla beft, 
And what for her Lundergo. 


— 
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Song 80. Good-morrow, Goſſip Jean. 


W Hence eomes it, neighbour Dick, 
'V That you, with youth uncommon, 
Have ſerv'd the Girls this trick, 


And wedded an old Woman? Happy Dick' 
Each Belle condemns the Choice, 
Of a Youth ſo gay and ſprigktly; > 
Zut we your Friends rejoice, | 
That you have judg'd ſo rightly. Happy Dick 
Though odd to'ſome it ſounds, 
That on Thregſcore you ventar'd ; 
Yet, in ten thouſand Pounds, 
Ten thouſand Charms are center'd : Happy Dis . 
Beauty, we know, will fade, - 
As doth the ſhorr-liv'd Flower; | 
Nor can the faircft Maid, | 
. Inſure her bloom an Hour. Happy Dick, 


Then wiſely yon rc ſign, 
For ſixty, Charms ſo tranſient; 

As the Curious value Coin 

The more for being ancient. Happy Dick 
With Joy your Spouſe Hall ſee, 


The fading Beanties round her, 
And ſhe herſeſf fil! be, 
The ſame that firſt you found her. uam Dig 
Oft is the married State, 
With Jealouſics attended; | 
And hence, taroogh foul debate, 

Are nuptial Joys ſuſpended, Hay Dick. 
But you, with ſuch a wife, '" 
No jcalous fears are under; 
She s yours alone, for Life, 


Or much We all ſhall vonder. Aufs Dick 


- —_ 
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Our wiſer Youth ſhall do, 


2 Y Such Beauty and Pleafure e er yields. 


a . * 
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Her Death would grieve yon ſore, 
But let not that torment „ 
My Life, ſhe'll ſee Fourſcore, 0 
If that will but content you. Happy Dick. 
On this you may rely, 
For the pains you took to win her, 
She'll ne'er in Child-bed die, | | 
Unleſs the D - I's in her, Happy Dick. 
Some have the name of Zell, | 
To Matrimony given; 


| How falſly you can tell, 


Who find it ſuch a Heaven, Happy Dick. 


* With you, each day and night 


Is crown'd with Joy and Gladneſs; 
While enviods Virgins bite 5 
The hated Sheets for Madneſs: Happy Dick. 
With Spouſe long ſhare in Bliſs, 
 Y'had miſs'd in any other; 
And when you've bury'd this, 5 
May yon. have ſuch another. Happy Dick. 


Obſerving hence, by you, 


In Marriage ſuch Decorum, 


As you have done before em: Happy Dick. 


Song 81. Tweed Side. 


| 7 Hat Beauties does Hora diſcloſe? PEE 
How iweet arc her ſmiles upon Tweed? | 


Yet Moggey's ſtill ſweerer than thoſe, 


Both Nature and Fancy exceed: 


No Daiſy, nor ſweet bluſhing Roſe, 
Nor all the gay flow'rs in the fields, 


Nor Tweed, gliding gently thro' thoſe, _ 


"Tis Þ 


"Tis ſhe doth the Virgins excel, 

No Beauty with her may compare ; 
Love's graces all round her do dwell ; 
She's faireſt, where thouſands are fair. 
Tevecd's murmurs ſhould lull her to reſt, 
Kind nature indulging my bliſs ; 

To relieve the ſoft pains of my breaſt, 
I'd ſteal an ambroſial kiſs, 


Song 82. See, ſee, my Seraphina, &c. 


Tc Nymphs contending for my Heart, 
With different Charms and Grace; 


The ſecond, Pins and Lace; 

The third employ 'd herfelf to cry 
The News three times a week, : 
Beſides ev'ry night 'rwas her delight, 
To cry Hot-bak'd Ox-cheek. 


Look, G0 ds, from your celeſtial Bowers 
And guide me to the beſt; 
And may my Faculties and Powers, 
Of Heart and Mind be bleſt; | 
Whilſt thus he cry'd, the Gods reply'd, 
Thy Fate can't be revers'd ; 
TheNymph we have choſen for thy bride 
Sifts Cinders from the Daft. | 


| Song 83, Midſummer Wiſe. 


W's me, ſome ſoft and cooling Breeze, 
FP ” Vindſor's ſhady, kind Retreat; 


Repel the Nog ſtar's raging Heat: 
Whcre tufted Graſs, and moſly Beds, 
Afford a rural, calm repole ; 


7 
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The firſt fold Puddings, Pies, and Tarts; - 


: : 
+. % aft 
- a5 
-Y 
. 4 


1h 


1 Where V 


| Andi 


Old 00z 
Along 
His glaf 
And tht 
His fern 
His V 


Where 


The 


Let me 
With 
| In thee 


And 


Lay mi 


hene: 
Where 
And 


Let de: 
Witl 
Ye Ny! 
Ye 2 
Oh haf 
The 


To th 


And 


* 


The New Vocal Miſcellany. 63 
Where Woodbines hang their dewy Heads, 
| And fragrant Sweets around diſcloſe. 


Old oozy Thames, that flows faft by, 
Along the ſmiling Valley plays; 
His glaſſy Surface cheers the Eye, 
And through the flow'ry Meadow ftrays ; 
His fertile Banks with Herbage green, 
His Vales with golden Plenty ſwell ; 
Where e'er his purer Streams are feen, 
F The Gods of Healtk and Pleaſure d well. 
Let me thy clear, thy yielding wave 
With naked Arms once more divide; 
In thee my glowing Boſom lave, 
And cut the gently-rolling Tide. 
Lay me, with damask Roſes crown'd, 
| Beneath ſome Oſier's dusky Shade; 
Where water-lillies deck the Ground, 
And bubbling Springs refreſn the Glade. 
Let dear Lucinda too be there, | 
With azure Mantle lightly dreſt: | 
| Ye Nymphs bind up her flowing Hair, 
Ye Zygphyrs fan her panting Breaſt. 

Oh hafte away, fair Maid, and bring 
The Muſe, the kindly Friend to Love; 
| To thee alone the Mufe ſhall ſing 
And warble through the vocal Grove. 


& |. Song 84. The Laſs of Peatie's-Adill. 
FRE Laſs of Peatie's Mill, 

1 So bonny, blith, and gay, 

n ſpite of all my Skill, ; 

Hath ſtole my Heart away, 
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When tedding on ine Ha . 
. = Boy vets 
Love 'midft her Locks did play, 2 a 
And wanton'd in her Een. 2888 
Her Arms, white, round, and ſmooth, — h ys 
Breaſts riſing in their Dawn; . 
To Age it would give youth, Oh! 
To preſs em with his hand. I'll dart 
Through all my Spirits ran, * Sball m 
An Extaſy of bliſ s And thi 
When 1 ſuch ſweetneſs fonnd With 
Wrapt in a balmy kiſs. | Ob! , 
Without the help of Art, For Ea: 
Like Flowers which grace the wild. „ 
She did her ſweets impart, TS Oh! 
Mhene er ſhe fpoke or ſmil'd : ©. 4: Of Lov 
Her Looks they were fo mild, Tue te 
Free from affected Pride; bs aa 
She me to Love beguil'd, = 2} = 
I wiſh'd her for my Bride. | 
Oh! had I all that wealth, | 
Hop.oun's high Mountains fill, . Wee 
Inſur'd long Life and Health, Be 
And Pieaſures at my will: The pr 
I'd promiſe, and fulfill, II hone 
That none but bonny ſhe, | For L. 
The Laſs of Peatie's- Mill, : Thou! 
Shon'd ſhare the ſame Wimme. And fir 
pra 
Song $5. What though they call me, Re. The 
| W Hat tho' they call me Country-Laſs, No): 
I rcad it plainly in my Glaſs, 1 Tis 


That for a Dutcheſs I might paſs ; 
Oh! could I ſee the Day! | 


, JO | 1 
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14 1 
” 5 
7 - 
£ * 


* 


Thou halt my Favour won; | 
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Would Fortune but attend my Call, 


At Park, at Play, at Ring, and Ball, 


I'd braye the proudeſt of them all, 
With a ftand b, Clear the way. 


Ferrounded by a Croud of Beaux, 
Mith ſmart Tonpces, and poxder'd Clothes, 
At Rivals I'll turn up- my Noſe ; 

Oh! could I ſee the day! * 
I'll dart ſuch glances from theſe Eyes, 
Shall make ſome Lord, or Dake, my Prize, 
And then, Oh! how I'll tyrannize ! 

With a ftand-by, --Clear the way. 


Oh! then for ev'ry new delight! 


| For Equipage, and Diamonds bright; 


Cu aarille, and Plays, and Balls all Night: 
Oh! could I fee the day | 

Of Love and Joy I'd take my fill, 

The tedious Hours of Life to kill; 

In every thing I'd have my will: k 
With a fland-by --Clear the way. 


Song 86. Farmer's Son. 


Weet Nelly, my Heart's delight, 
Be loving, and do not flighr 
The profter I make, for Modeſty's ſake ; 
I bonour your Beauty bright, 
For Love profeſs, I can do no leſs, 
And fince I ſee your Modeſty, 
I pray agree and fancy me, 
Though I am but a Farmer's Son. 
No': I am a Lady pay, 
'Tis very well known, | may 


"And when he does die, then merrily I 


Fare wel, adieu: I hope to woo, 
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Have Men of Renown, in Country or Tow Dear 
| $ Roger, without delay. | 


Court Bridget, or Sue, Kate, Nancy, or Prue, 8, a 
Their Loves will ſoon be won; Like 
But don't yon dare to ſpeak me fair, þ 0 wh 
As though I were at my laſt Prayer, 7 The 
To marry a Farmer's Son, . 
My Father has Riches ſtore, A Lone 


't wo hundred a-year, and more, (Plongh A 
Beſide Sheep and Cows, Carts, Harrows, | 
His Age is above threeſcore: 8 


Shall have what he has won; || 
Both Land, and Kine, all ſhall be thine, 
Tf thou'lt incline, and wilt be mine, | 

And marry a Farmer's Son-: 


A fig for your Cattle and Corn, 
Your proffered Love I -fcorn; - „ 
"Tis known very well, my Name it is NI, 
And you re but a Bampkin born, 
Mell, fince it is ſo, away I will go, 
And I hope no harm is done; 


As good as yon, and win her too, 
Though I am but a Farmer's Son. 


Be not in ſuch haſte, ut ſbe, 
Perhaps we may ſtill agree, _ 
For, Man, I proteſt, I was but in jeſt, 
Come, prithee fit down by me, 
For thou art the Man, that verily can 
Perform what muſt be done; 
Both ſtrait, and tall, gentce' withall, 
Therefore I ſhall be at your Call, 
To marry a Farmer's Son. 


ve, 


ne, | 


v1, 


If Nanzy call'd, did c'er 1 ſtay? 


— 
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Dear Lady, believe me now, 

I ſolemnly ſwear and vow, 

No Lords in their Lives take pleaſure in wives, 
Like Fellows that drive the Plow; 


For whate'cr they gain, with Labour and Pain, 


They don't to Harlots run, 


As Courtiers do: I never knew 


A London Bean, that could out-do, 
A Country Farmer's Son. 


Song $7, Robins Complaint. 


| Þ * ever Swain a Nymph adore, 
As I ungrateful Nanny do, 
Was ever Shepherd's heart ſo ſore, 
Or ever broken heart ſo true? 5 
My Checks are ſwell'd with Tears, but ſe 
Has never wet a Cheek for me. 


Or linger, when ſhe bid me run? 

She only had the word to ſay, 

And all ſhe wiſh'd was quickly done. 
I always. think of her, bat ſhe, 
Does ne'er beftow a thought on me. 


To let her Cows my Clover taſte, 


Hare I not roſe by break of Day? 
Did ever Nanny's Heifers faſt, 
If Robin in his Barn had Hay? 


Though to my Field they welcome wete, 
I neer was welcome yet to her. 

If ever Nanny loft a Sheep, 

I chearfully did give her two ; 

And I her Lambs did ſafely keep, 
Within my Folds in Froft and Snow. 
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Have they not there from Cold been free ? 
Eut Nanny ftill is cold to me, 


When Naum to the Well did come, 
Tis I that did her Pitchers fill; 

Full as they were, I brought them home; 
Her Corn I carry'd to the Mill : 

My Back did bear the Sack, but ſhe 
Will never bear the Sight of me, 


To Nanny s. Poultry Oats I gave, 

I'm ſure they always had the beſt: 
Within this week her Pidgeons have, 
Eat vp a Peck of Peaſe, at leaſt; 
Her little Pidgeons kiſs, but ſhe 

Will never take a Kiſs from me. 

Muſt Robin always Nanny woo, 

And Nanny ſtill on Robin frown ? 
Alas! poor wretch! what ſhall 1 do, 
If Nanny does not love me ſcon? 
If no Relief ro me ſhe'll bring, 
I'll hang me in her Apron ſtripg. 


Song 88 The Play of Love. 


HE Play of Love is now begun 
And thus the Actions do go on, . 
Strephon enamou»'d courts the Fair, 
She hears him with a careleſs Air, 
And ſmiles to find him in Love's ſnare. 


The Ad-Tune play'd, they meet again 
Here Pity moves her for his Pain, 

Which ſhe evades with ſome Pretence, 

And thinks ſhe may with Love Diſpenſe, 
Bat pants to hear a Man of ſenſe, 
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The third approach her Lover makes, 
She cglours up whene'es he ſpeaks; 


Ipo Eich feign'd Slights till puts him by, 
| And faintly cries, ſhe can't comply, 


Although ſhe gives her heart the Lye, 


Now the Plot riſes, he, ſeems ſhy, 
As if ſome other Fair he'd try ; 


IAt which ſhe ſwells with ſpleen & fear, 


Leſt ſome more wiſe his Love ſhould ſhare ; 
Which yet no Woman e'er could bear. 


The laſt Act now is wrought ſo high, 
That thus it crowns the Lover's Joy ; 
She does no more his Paſſion ſhun, : 
He ſtrait into her Arms does run, 
The Curtain falls, the Play is done. 


Song 89. Alexis ſpunn'd his Fellow Swaing, 


Lexis ſhunn'd his Fellow-ſwains 
Their rural ſports and jocund ſtrains; 
(Heav'n guard us all from Cupid's Bow!) 


Ihe loft his Crook, he left his Flocks, 


And wand'ring through the lonely Rocks, 
He nouriſh'd endleſs woe. 


The Nymphs and Shepherds round him came 


The fatal Cauſe all kindly ſeek ; - 


He mingled his Concern with theirs, 
Ihe gave them back their friendly Tears; 


He ſigh'd, bur would not ſpeak, 


 Clarinda came, among the reft, 
Ind ſhe too kind Concern expreſt, 
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And ask'd the Reaſon of his Woe : 
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She ask'd, but with an Air and Mien, 

That made it cafily foreſeen, | 
She fear'd too much to know. 

The Shepherd rais'd his mournful Head, 

And will you pardon me, he ſaid, 
While I the cruel Trath reveal? 


Which nothing from my Beaſt ſhould tear ; 


Which never ſhould offend your Ear, 
But that you bid dme tell. 

"Tis thus I rove, and thus complain, 

Since you appear'd upon the Plain, 

| You are the Cauſe of all my Care; 

Your Eyes ten thouſand Daggers dart, 

Ten thouſand Torments vex my Heart, 
I love, and I deſpair. 


Too much, Alexis, I have heard, 

"Tis what I thought, 'tis what J fear'd; 
And yet I pardon you, ſhe cry'd: 

But you ſhall promiſe ne'er again, 


To breathe your Vows, or ſpeak your Pain; 


He bow d, obey'd, and dy d. 
Song 90. Alexis ſhunn d, &c. 


d The Pride and Glory of the Plain, 
(vet ſee the Effects of Love?) 
Depriv'd of all his former Reſt, 
Shunn'd Company, with Grief oppreſt, 
And ſought the thickeſt Grove. 


Oung Damon, once the happieſt Swain, | A Co 
| 2 


The Ny mphs and Swains all ftrove to find, 
What twas diſturb'd the Shepherd's Mind; 


And, when they begg'd to know, 
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He only ſhook his drooping Head, 
Aud fighing mournfully, he ſaid, 
| My Fate will have it (6. 


* [Myrtillo, hearing of his Woes, 

Came too, and kindly a+k*'d the Cauſe, 
Of all his mighty Pain: 

The Youth, tranſported, and amaz'd, 

To hear her charming Voice, ſoon rais 'd 

| His Head, and thus began, 


love; bat 'tis a Nymph ſo fair, 
[ That. I of all ſucceſs detpair, 
And nought expect but Scorn; 
lat, Oh! forgive, ſince ask d by yon, 
1 farther I my Tale purſue, 

And (ay, for you 1 burn. 


| The Nymph then. bluſh'd, and ſmiling ſaid, 
And is it thus you court a Maid! 

You?ll by Experience find. 

{ The Fair's not won by dull 8 
dat ro the Brave aud Debonnair, 

Our Sex will e'er prove kind. 


a 


| Song 91. 4 Cobler there was. 
Cobler there was and he liv'd in a ſtall, 


Which ſerv'd him for Parlour, for Kitchen 
and Hall, 


No Coin in his Pocket, nor Care in his Pate, 
No Ambition had he, nur Duns at his Gate: 
Derry down, down, derry down. 


R If at night hecould parchaſc a Jog of brown nappy 


now he'd laugh then, and whiſtle, and ſing too 
7 > moſt ſueet, 


; F'$ging, juſt to a hair, I have made both ends meer 


4 L "wat down, &c. Bur 
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But Love the Diſturber of High and of Low, 
That ſhoots at the Peaſant as well as the Be au; 
He thor the poor Cobler quite thorow the Heart: 
I wiſh it had hit ſome more ignoble part: 
Derry down, &c. | | 


It was from a Cellar this Archer did play, 

Where a buxom young Damfel continually lay ; 

Her Eyes ſhone fo bright when ſhe roſe ey*: 

That ſhe ſhot the poor Cobler quite over the way: 
Derry down, &c. 


He ſang her Love-ſongs, as he ſat at his Work, 
But ſhe was as hard as a Few, or a Turk: 


When ever he ſpake, ſhe would flounce and would 
Which put the poorCobler quite into deſpair, (fler 


Derr) down, &c. | 535 
He took up his Au} that he had in the 7Torld, 


And to make away with himſelf was reſolv'd; 
He picrc'd through his Body, inftead of the Sole, 
So the Cobler he dy'd, and the Bell it did toll: -4 
T | roy 

From th 
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| While b 
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That Love brings us all to an End at the laft. | 1 


Derry down, &c. 


And now in good-will I adviſe, as a Friend, 

All Coblers take Warning by this Coblers End: 

Keep your Hearts out of Love, for we find by 
what's paſt, | 


| Derry down, &c, 
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0 Song. 92. You twice ten hundred Deities, 
can; OU twice ten hundred Deities, 
rt: To whom we daily Sacrifice, 


| Ye pow'rs, that dwell with Fates below, 
And ſee what Men are doom'd to do: 
Where Elements in Diſcord dwell, 
Thou God of fleep ariſe and tell, 
Tell, great Zempoalla, what ſtrange Fate 
I Maſt on her difmal Viſion wait. 
by the croaking of the Toad, 
In their Caves that make abode, 
"Tk, | Earthy Don that pants for Breath, 
With her ſwell'd ſides full of Death. 
'ould | zy the creſted Adder's pride, 
(fleer J Thar along the Cliff does glide. 
II y thy Viſage fierce and black 
rig II the Death's Head on thy Back, 
+ "1 By the twiſted Serpents 3 : 
> Sole, I For a Girdle round thy Wafte, _ 
toll: dy the Hearts of Gold that deck 
* FI Thy Breaft, thy Shoulders & thy Neck; 
4 From thy ſleeping Manſion rife, - 
mY And open thy unwilling Eyes, 
* b ' I While babbling Springs their Muſic keep 
Tat aſe to lull thee, in thy lgep, 


Song 93. Why evill Florel la when, &c. 


HY will Horella, when I gaze, 
'Y My raviſh'd Eyes reprove ? 

und tfde em from the only Face, 

£# can behold with Love? 
To ſhun her Scorn, and eaſe my Care, 
Song th TI ſeek a Nymph more kind ? 
— | 1 =” 5 E | 


« = * 
_ 


— 


* 


74 The New Vocal Miſcellany. 1 1 
And while I rove ſom Fair to Fair, I | 
Sͤtill gentle Ulage find. 1 [ © 
But Oh! how fainr is ev'ry Joy, 1 

Where Nature has no part? 
New Lcauties may my Eyes employ, 1 Cruel | 


But you engage my Heart. 8 
il 


Love ; 


Fo reſtleſs Exiles, doom'd to roam, er 
Meet pity ev'ry where 1 bog pa 
va Yet languiſh for their native Home, 1 EN 


Though Death attends them there, 1 . 
Song 94. A 1 beneath a Myrtle, &c. ÞF conici 

S 1 beneath a My:tle-ſhade lay muſing, And 
Sylvia the fair, in monrnful ſounds, I While 
Venting her Grief, the Air thus wounds ; F Soothi 
Oh! Gad of Love! ce aſe to torment me: My 
Send to my Aid ſome gentle Swain, When 
Whoſe Balm apply'd, may eaſe my Pain, I Soon y 
Aloud'I cry'd, and all FU Grove reſounded, oſs 


Heavenly Nymph, complain no more, 

Love does thy wiſh'd-for Peace reſtore, 
And ſend a gentle Swain to eaſe thee ; 

/ In whom a longing Maid may find, 

A Balm to cure her love-ſick Mind. 


He bluſh'd, and figh'd, and puſh'd the Med bi 
| eine from her, 
W nich ſtill the more increas'd her Pain; 
winding at length, ſhe ſtrove in vain, 
Oh Love! ſhe cry'd, I muſt obey thee: 
Who can the raging Smart endure ? 
She fuck'd che Balm, and found we Cure. pe 
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Song 95. Cupid God of pleaſing, &c. 


There t' indulge his amorous Muſing, 


Love augments, while Love he blames: 
Cruel Loe! you cauſe my Anguiſh, 


; When ſhe weeps, in Tcars I'm diow 


Thus with Care I pine and languiſh, 
Ihus conſume amid your Flames. 
| dc{pair at Celia's frowning ; | 


'ning ; 
smiles give pleaſing V.ins ar beſt. 


1 Love, who heard the Youth upbraid him, 


Conſcious ef his Preſence made him, 
And his Godhead thus expreſt. 


{| While you ſpeak of Pains and dying, 


F Soothing Rapture you're enjoying; 


My ſoft Empire's built on Sighs ; 


4 When thoſe anxious Cares are over, 
4 Soon you loſe the Name of Lover; 


Love inſipid grows and dies. 


Song 96. One April Morn, 1 
INE April Morn, when from the Sca, 
Phoalus was juſt a: pearing ; 


F Damon and Celia, young and gay, 


Long-ſertled Love endearing ; 


Met in a Grove, to vent their Spleen, 


On Parents unrelenting : 


Þ He bred of Yory Race had been, 
dhe of the Tribe diſſenting. 


Celia, whoſe Eyes out-ſhone the God, 
Newly the Hills adorning; 

Told him Mamma would be ftark mad, 
She miſſing Prayers tiiat Morning: 

2 


% 


75 The New Vocal Miſcellany. 


Damon, his Arms about her Waift, 

| Swore that noughr ſhould them ſunder ; 1 | 

Should my rough Dad know how I'm bleſt, | Anc 
*Twould make him roar like Thunder, 


Great ones made by Ambition blind, 


By Faction till ſupport it; oY N 

Or, where vile Money taints the Mind, But i; 

They for convenience court it; 1 

But mighty Love, that ſcorns to ſhew Pi E 
| [ 


Party ſhould raiſe his Glory, 1 
Swears he'll exalt a Vaſſal true, | 1 Bef 


Let it be Whig or Tory. : 1 go 

| | For 

Song 97. Chloe bluſh'd, &c. | Or l'! 

Hloe bluſh'd, and frown'd, and ſwore, For 

| And puſh'd me rudely from her; And t 

I call'd her faithleſs, jilting Whore, Rs 

To talk to me of Honour. | it ſhe 

But when I roſe, and would be gone, Th 

She cry'd, Nay, whither go ye? _ She'll 

Young Damon, ftay ; now we're alone, 1 : For 

Do what you will with Chloe. = | 

3 | 0 

Song 98. Go vind the Vicar of our Town, Nor 0 

oO vind the Vicar of Taunton Dean, He) 
And he'll tel] you the Banes were asked; 

A goed vat Capon he had ver's Pains, | 8 


And I zent it home in a Basket. 
And a Friday Night, I was, by right, 
To have prov'd if ſhe were a Maiden; + 
And now ſhe's run with a Soldier to Town : 
- Heydledom, deydledom, cudden; 
Heydon, dudden, cudden, Tom: 
Sing hey dledom, deyledom, cudden. 


Ns 


ed; 


m: | 
With tunefül Torgne, ofLove he ſung; 


| But i' faith ſhe'd haveinone of the Vetches. | 


Til take a Hatchet and kn my zell, 


| Or elſe a Rope in a doleſome Well, 


4 And throw my zelf down, her Kindneſs to try: 


if ſhe can think tis a better Trade, 
| She'll find herſelf but a ſimple Jade, 


| I ncer ſhall beg without a Leg, 


Nor Cripple become, by vollowing a Drum. 
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My Mother ſhe zold her blue game Cock, 
And a dainty Brood of Chicken: 


Then bought herſclt a Canvas Smoek, 


And rack'd it ap in the Kitchen: 
And ſhe bought me a Cambrick Band, 
With a Bumpkin pair of Breeches: 

Not thinking but Joan, 
Would have made me her own; 


 Heydledim, d:ydledom cuiden , &. 


Before I'll endure theſe Loſſes; 


For I never can bear theſe Croſſes: 5 
Or II go to ſome Beacon high, 4 
For 1'vaith I am welly wooden, - 


Heydledom, deydledom, cudden, &. 


This ſhooting of Gnns, and flaſhing ; 


For there's more to be got by „ 


Nor occaſion dave ver 2 wooden; 


_ Heydledom, deydleds mz cudden, &c. 


N Song 99. Of all the Girls that are, &e. 


S Damon late with | Chloe ſat, 
They talk'd of am'rons bliffes ; : 

Kind things he ſaid, which ſhe repaid, 

in pleaſing Smiles and Kiſſes, 


- 


E 3 
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Sne thank'd him for his Di-ry: 
Burt ſaid, one Day ſhe heard tim ſay, © 
Thy Flute was mighry Pretty. 


Young Damon, who her Mean: ing k nc w, 
Took out bis wi pe to Cruarin her ; 

And while he trove, with Kanton Love, 
And (prightly Airs to warm her: | 
She beg'd the Swain, to play one ſtrain, 

In all: the ſofteſt Meal e, 

Whoſe killing ſound v otild 83 wound, 
And make her die wich Pleaſure. 


| Eager to dot, he takes the Flute, 

And ev'ry accent traces; 

Love trickling thro' his Fingers fle w, 
And whiſper” d melting Graces : 

lie play'd his part v. ith wond'rous Art, 
Expecting praiſes after; 

Bur ſhe, inſtead of falling dead, 

Burſt out into a Laughter. 


Taking the hint, as Chloe meant, 
Said he, my Dear, be caſy; 
J have a Flute, which, tho' tis mute, 
May play a Tune to pleaſe ye. 

Chen down he lab the cha ming Maid, 
le fonnd her kind and willing; 

tie play'd again, and tho' each ſtrain 

Was lilent, yet 'twas killing. 


Fair Chloe ſoon an prov'd the Tune, 
And vow'd he play” d divinely; _ 
Let's have it o'er, ſaid ſhe, once more, 
Ir goes exceeding finely: | 

'The Flute 1s good that made of Wood,” 
And is, Ionn, the neareſt 


1 
v 


. * 


„ 
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| Yet ne'ertheleſ, I muft cou ſs, 
The ſitent Flute's ens ſwecteſt. 


Song 100. Stay, Stepberd, ſtay. 
| 8 510 She herd, ſtay; I prithee ſtay; 
Did not yon ſce her go this Way; 
Where can {he be, can you not packs ? 


Alas! I've loft my Shepherdeſs ! 


I fear ſome Satyr has betray'd 
My wang'ring Nymph our of the Shade: 
Oh! woe is me, Jam andone ? 
For in the Shade ſhe was my Sun, 


The Pink, the Violet, and the Roſe, 

| Strive to ſalute her as ſhe goes; 
Nay, be content to kiſs her Shoe, 
The Primroſc, and the Daiſy too, 
Oh! woe is me! what muſt I do? 

| Or who muſt I complain unto? _. 

| Methinks the Valleys cry, forbear, 
And fighing ſay, ſhe is not here, 


Oh? what ſhall I, unhappy, do? 

Or who muſt I complain unto ? 

Whe:e may ſhe be, can you not gueſs? 
Where may 1 find my Shepherdeſs? 


Song 101. The bonny gray-ey d Morn. | 


Is Woman that ſeduces all Mankind; 

By her we firſt were taught the wheedling arts 

Her very Eyes can cheat; when moft ſhe's kind, 

| She tricks us of our Money with our Hearts. 
For her, like Wolves by- night, we roam for Prey, 
1 And practiſe ev'ry Fraud to bribe her Charms, 
For ſuits of Love, like Law, are won by Pay, 

And Beauty mul be feed into our Arms. 


E 4 Hee Song 
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Song 102. HA bat Woman could do, &c. 


WV. woman could do, I have try'd to be free | 


vet do all I can, 
J find I love him, and though he flies me: 
Still, ſtill he's the Man. 
They tell me, at once he to twer ty will ſwear. 
When Vows are ſo ſweer, who the falſhood can feat 
Sa, when you nave ſaid. all you can, 
; Still, Rill he's the Man. 


[ caught him once makir g 3 to a Maid, 
When to him TI ran: 


He turn'd, and he kiſs'd me, then whe could 
So civil a Man? | (upbraid, 


Ihe next Day I found, to a third he was kind, 
I oated him ſoundly, he ſwore I was blind ; 
So, let me do what I can, 

Still, ſtill he's the Man, 


| All the world bids me beware of hrs Art; 
I do what I can: 
But he has s Be ſuch hold of my Heart, 
1 doubt he's the Man! 
So ſweet are his Kiſſes, his Looks are ſo kind; 
 Tho' he may have his Faults, I to them am 


Nor can do more than [ can; {900% | 


Still, ſtill he's the Man. 
Song 103. The Springs 4 coming. 


Oung Virgins love Plcaſure, 
As Miſers do Treaſure, 


| And both alike ſtudy to heighten the meaſure, | N \T 


Their Hearts they will rifle, 
For ev'ry new Trifle; 


And when in their Teens fall in Love for a Song 1 2 
Burt 


> free 


uryy | 


axed 7 4 . 
Zur 


| 


» . 


| ab! Gods faid ſhe, what Charms are theſe, 
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But ſoon as they marry, 
And find things miſcarry, 


oh! how they figh, that they were not more wary 


Inſtead of ſoft Wooing, 
They run to their Kuin, 
And all their Lives after drag Sorrow along. 


Song 104 Lucky Minute. 


8 Cloris, full of harmleſs Thoughts, 
Beneath a Myrtle lay, 

| Kind Love a youthfull Shepherd * 
To paſs the Time away. 


de She blaſh,d to be encounter d ſo, 


And chi dd the am rous Swain; 
But as She ftrove to riſe, and go, 
He Pull d her down again 


A ſudden Paſſion ſeiz'd: her Heart, 
In ſpite of her Diſdain ; | 

She tound a Pulſe in ev'ry Part, 
And Love in ev'ry Vein, 


\ 
That conquer and ſurprize ?' 5 


Ob! let me ----- for unleſs yon pleaſe, - 


I have no Power to riſe, 


She fainting Spoke, and trembling la 
For tear he ſhould comply ; 3 


| Her Looks and Eyes her Heart betray, 


And gave her Tongue the Lye. 


„Thus ſhe, who Princes had deny * 


With all their Pomp and Train, 
Vas is the luckey Minate try'd, 


And yielded to the Swain- 
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Song 105 Let Ambition, &c. 5 


ET Ambition fire thy Mind, 
L Thou wer't born o'er Men to Reign, 

Not to Follow Flocks deſign'd, 8 

Scorn thy Crook, and leave the plain. 
Crowns I'll throw beneath thy Feer, 

Thou on Necks of Kings ſhalt tread ; 
Joys in Circles Joys ſhall meer, 

Which way cer thy Fancy's led. 


Let not Toils of Empire fright, 
Toils of Empire Pleaſures are ; 
Thou ſhalt only know delight, 
All the Joys, but not the Care, 


Shepherd, if thou'lt yeild the Prize, 
For the Bleſſings ] beſtow: 
Toyfull I'll aſcend the Skies, 
Happy thou ſhalt reign below, 
Song 104. Happy Groves 
H ! happy happy Groves? 
Witneſs of our tender Loves! © 
Oh i happy happy Shade 
Where firft our Vows were made: 
Bluſhing, ſighing, melting, dying; 
Looks would charm a Jove.; | 
A Thouſand pretty things ſhe ſaid, 
And all, and all was Love. 
But Corinna perjur'd Proves, 
And forſakes the {hady Groves 
When I ſpeak of mutual Joys, 
© Knows not what I mean: 
Wanton Glances, fond Careſſes, 
Now no more are feen, 


The New Vocal Miſcellany, 33 
Since the falſe, deluding Fair, 
1 Left the flaw ry Green 3 
| Mourn, ye Nymphs that {porting play d, 
Where poor Strephon was betray'd 
There the ſecret Wound -the gave, 
| Whenl firſt was made her Slave. 


Song 107. Tranſporte i with Pleaſure. 


T Rauſported with Pleaſare, 

1 I gaze on my Traſure, f 
And raviſh my Sight, and raviſh my Sight, 
Wnile ſhe, gayly ſmiling, 

My Anguiſh beguiling, 
Augments my Delight. 


| How bleſt is the Lover, 
} Whole Torments are over, 
His Fears and his Pain; 
When Beauty relenting , 
Re pays with conſenting 
Her Scorn and Diſdain. 


Vong 108. The Plan of Love. 


1 N comes Love's Plagues, the Fair en joy, d, 
11 And with the Pleaſure Strehhon cloy'd, 
| A feing'd Content the Lover wears, 

| And with falſe Raptures ſooths her Fears, 
While his Reatreat employs her Cares. 


4 Next time they meet, a forc'd Reſpect, 

Makes the Fair dread a cold Neglect, 

1 Strait her full goſom heaves with Sighs 
Yer though diſtracting Fears arile, * 
Fond Love forbids to truft her Eyes. 


1 Tortur'd with Doubts, ſhe next complains, 


Aud asks, if her's are fancy'd Pains ? 


vith 
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With well tim'd Rage, he {wears he'll rove, 
Vews, though he burns, he'll never prove 
The vaſt Fatigue of jealous Love, 


To bring him back, all Arts ſhe tries, 
And bids his jealous Fury riſe ; 
. Pleavy'd, he that Stratagem diſdains, 
Vows that no Fair ſhall give him Pains, 
That o'er a Fop contented reigns, 


With Grief diſtracted, now ſhe barns, 

And te ftern Rage her Paſſion turns; 
On the whole Sex her fury bends, 
And the firſt Blockhead that attends, 

Marries and jilts, to gain her Ends. 


Song 109. Do not at me charming Phillis. 


O not ask me, charming Phillis, 
| Why I lead you here alone, 
By this bank of Pinks and Lillies, 


And of Roſes newly blown. 
Tis not to behold the Beauty For ev 
Of thoſe Flowers that crown the Spring; It you' 
*Tis to - but I know my Duty, or v 
And dare not name the thing. 4 when 
*Fis at Worſt, but her denying, I Thofe 
Why ſhould 1 thus fearful] be? { Fann 
Ev'ry Moment, gently flying, That 8 
Smiles, and ſays, make uſe of me. 3 * v 
What the Sun does to thoſe Roſes, 4 9 e 
While the Beams play gently in, F both, u 
I would ----- but my Fear oppoſes, _ i a3 
And I dare not name the thing. los 
5  Yet”'Þ Tis' fo 


FF Butt 


N 


| 
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yet I die if I conceal it, : 

Ask my Eyes, or ask your own, 
And if neither can reveal it, 

Think what Lovers think alone. 


on this Bank of Pinks and Lillies, 


Might ſpeak what I would do 
I would with my lovely Phillis, 
I would, -- ah! woul you ? 


Song 110. Ceaſe to Perſuade. 


| C Eaſe to perſuade, nor {ay you hs ſincerely, 


kJ When you've betray'd, yoa'll treat ſeverely, , 
And fly what once yon did perſue: 


1 Happy's the Fair that ac'er believes you. 


| Who gives Deſpair, or elſe deceives you, 


Or learns Inconſtancy from you 
Song 111. If Love the Virgin's Heart betray d. 


ö W H Y is your faithfull Slave diſdain d 
By g 


entle Arts my Heart you've gain'd, 


| Ah! keep it by the ſame! 
For ever ſhall my Paſſion laſt 


It you'll vonchſafe to let me taſte 


| Of what 1 dare uot name. 


When 1 beheld thoſe Lips, thoſe Eyes, 


Thoſe ſnow-white Breaſts, which fall and riſe, | 


Fanning my raging Flame ; 


That Shape, ſo form'd to be embrac'd, 


{| What would I give, that I might taſte 


Of what I dare not name! 


In Courts I never wiſh to riſe, 
Joch Wealth and Honour I deſpiſe 


# 


ret” 


4 .- 
5 


Fat it's what 7 dare not name. Song 


And that vain thing call'd Fame 


© | By Love I hope no Crowns to gain, 


Tis' ſomewhar elſe I would obtain, 


* 


— 


86 The New Vocal Miſcellany, 
Song 112. Gently touch the Warmbling Lyre. 
Gkoch hear me, charming Fair, 


Ever kind, and ever dear; 5 
All my dying Pains remove, | 
Chloe, ſmile, and ſay, you love, | 


On your Boſom let me lay, | 
Sigh, and gaze my Soul away. 


| Balmy Kiſſes, pow'rful Joys, 
Such as Death nor Time deſtroys; 
Oh! my deareft fair one give, 
So Tever bleſt ſhall live, 
More than Gods in Heaven can be 
Thou alone arc Heaven ro me. 


Song 113. In the Pleaſant Month of May. | 


ILL the Linnet fly the Snare, 

W When tempted by a pleaſant Bait 
And the Voice enchants her Ear, 

Of her long loft, warbling Mate ? 
Will the Woman e'er deſpiſe, 

And be fo far unwiſe = 

To caft away Gold, her Virtue to hold 

If ſuch a thing is done, 

The Fair who can't be won, | 


May certainly retrieve, all we loſt by Dame Eve 
And at Court may die a Nun, 


Song 114. The bonny grey-Ey'd Morn. 


When Focky, rouz'd with love, came blith on 
And 7 who wiſhing lay, depriv'd of fleep, 
Abhor'd the lazy Houres, that flow did run 
But muckle were my Joys, when in my view, 


T N E bonny grey-ey'd Morn began to Peep, 4 
| Conſpi 


1 Thouſ, 
5 la dre; 
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re. | I from my Window ſpy'd my only dear; 
| Trook the Wings of Love and to him flew, 
| For I had fancy'd all my Heaven was there 
[ Upon my Boſom Focky laid his Head, 
And ſighing, told me many tales of Love; 
4 My yielding Heart, at every Word he ſaid. 
Did flatter up and down, and ſtrangly move 
ne ſigh, & kiſs'd my Hand, he vow'd & ſwore, 
That 7 had o'er his Heart a Conqueſt gain'd 
then bluſhing, begg'd that | would grant no more 
Which he, alaſs too ſoon, too ſoon o btain'd. 
1 Song 115. Upbraid me not, capricious Fair. 
* O W ſervil is the ſtate of Man? 
3 How reſtleſs, and unfix'd ? 
% Een days, which revelling began, 
With Grief are intermix'd / 
1 Love's fatal Dart attaks the Breaſt, 
When quiet and ſerene: 5 
And when harſh Care has diſpoſſeſs'd 
The delighting Monarch's Reft. 
TJ Tis Anarchy within. 


4 Unhurt by Fear, 
I The airy warbling Choir, 
Tae of Love; © 

Eve J No Thought of Care, 

Annoys the Brute's Deſire, 
In the Grove: 

Tis only Mav's unhappy State, 

| Theſe Miſeries to bear; _ 

Conſpir'd with ſome Rival's hate, 

Þ Thouſands preſſing evils wait, 

1 A 

In dreadfull Phantoms near 


Song 116, Greenwood Tree. 


Woman like the liquid Tea, 
Can yield no true Repaſt, 
"Till by a Man ſhe ſweeten'd be, 
And ſaited to the taſte ; 

Like Coffee ſinks the ſingle Dame, 
To the Bottom of the Cup, 
Till Man exciting Cypid's Flame, 

Boils Inclination up. 


Song 117. Excuſe me, 
G I rls, be ſure, make Man ſecur 
Be never coy in Carriage; 
Put on each Grace, and taking Lure 
And when he offers Marriage, 
And make no Refuſes, 
1 And faint excuſes, 
But kindly hug the proffer; 
Let Inclinatien then prevail, LY 
A ſeeming ſlight may turn the Scale, 


And ſhe will die a Maiden ſtale, 
That ever refuſes the ofter. 


Song 118. In vain dear Chloe, &e, 


IN vain, dear Chloe, you ſuggeſt, 
I That I, inconſtant, have poſſeſt, 
Or lov'd a fairer the; 
Mou'd you, with eaſe, at once be cnr'd, 
Ot all the Ills you've long endur d, 
_ Conſult your Glaſs and me. 


If then you think, that 1 can find 
A Nymph more fair, or one more kind 
You've Reaſon for your Fears ; 
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But if impartial you will prove, 
Jo your ownBcauty, and my love, 
How needleſs are your Tears! 


ö Ag the Brook, in return to his Pain, 


| | When firſt I beheld that fair Face, 


| It in my Way I ſhould, by chance; 


| Receive, or give 6 wes Glance, 
I Tlike but while I view: 


Compar'd to that ſubſtantial bliſs, 
which I receiv'd from ul.! 


With wanton flight the curions Bee. 
From flow'r ro low'r till wanders free 
And where «ah Bloſſom Biows, 
Extracts the Juice from all he meets 
But for his Quinteſſence of ſweets, 

He raviſhes the Roſe, 


| So, my fond Fancy to employ, 
| On each Variety of Joy, 


From Nymph to Nymph I roam; 


} Perhaps ſee fifty in a Day; 


| Thoſe are but Viſits which! pay, 
For Chloe is my Home. 


Song 119. Collin's Complaint, 


Eſpairing beſide a clear Stream, 
A Shepherd forſaken was laid ; 


And whilſt a falſe Nymph was his Theme 


A Willow ſupported his Head. 


4 The Wind that blew over the plain, 


To his fighs with a ſigh did reply; 


Ran moarnfully mu: muring by. 


Alaſs ſilly Swain that I was! 
Thus ſadlly complaining, he cry'd 


8 better by far I had dy d. 


How flight the Glance, How faint the kiſs, | 
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She ralk'd, and I bicly'd the dear Tongue | bf a 
Wen ihe im i'd 'tw s a plcaſurc too great, 10 5 
I Iiſten'd, and cry d, when ſhe ſung : 1 
Was Nightingu! cver lo tweet, 
How fooliſn was I ro bel.eve, 1 hr . 
She cou'd voat on fo le vly a Clown ? 1 
Or chat her fond Heart wou'd n't grieve, Be 5 
To forſake the fine folks of the 'L'own : 2 wel 
To think thar a Beavty {ſo gay, | * — 
So kind and ſo conſtant wou'd prove, 1 5 I 
To go clad like our Maidens in Grey, 1 7 
And live in a C Mtoge on Love. * His ( 
What though I have Skill to complain | So 
Ibo' the Muſes my "Temples have crawn'd? AS 
What thovgh, when they hear my loft ſtrain, | Se 
The Virgins fit weeping around A Bee | 
Ah! Collin thy hopes are in vain! | And 
Thy Pipe and thy Laurel reſign; ; 3 
Thy fair one inclines to a Swain | 10 x 
Whoſe Muſick 1s ſweeter than thine, T Bar wit 
And you my Companions ſu dear, It fo 
wno ſorrow to fee me betray « 31 
Whatever | (utter. fo bear, Þ - The 
Forbcar to accuſe the falle Maid: | But fl K 
If ti o' the World | ſhow'd range, C 
"Li> in vain from my iortune to fly!“ 
Tas hers to be falle, and. to change; Once © 
”[is mine to be conttant, and die, | NN 
It While my hard mate 1 ſuſtain, 3 They 
In her Breaft auy Vity 1s found, * 
Let her come with the Nymphs of the Plain, * WO 


And ſee me laid low in the Ground : 


reat, 


n'd! } 


zin, 


| 
n, 


ow 
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| The laſt humble boon tharT crave 
Is to ſhade me with Cypreſs, and Yew; 


| 4nd when ſhe looks down on my Grave. 


Let her own that her Shepaerd was true. 


Then to her new Love let ker go, 
And dick her in Golden Array; 


he fineſt at eve ry fine Show, 


and frolick it all the long day. 


While Collin, forgotten, and gone, 


No more ſhall be heard of, or feen, 


| Unleſs wheu beneath the pale Moon 
| His Ghoft ſhall glide over the Green. 


Song 120. As Celia near a Fountain lay. 


\ S Celia in her Garden ſt:ay'd 
Secure, nor dreamt of Harm 


4 Bee approch'd the lovely Maid, 


And reſted on her Arm. 


Ihe curious Inſect thither flew, 
To taſt the tempting Bloom ; 
I Bur with a thouſand Sy eets in View, 


It found a ſudden Doom. 


Her nimble Hand of life bereav'd 


The daring little thiag ; 


| But fi ſt the ſnowy A. m recely '« 


And felt the Painful: ſting 


Once only could | that Sting ſurprize, 
Once be in] rig us found; 


| Not fo the Darts of Celia's Eye 


| They never ceaſe to ound. 


Joh, world the ſhorr ſiv'g burning ſmart, N 
1 he Nymph to Pity move, 1 

And reach her t5 re51-4 the * art 5 
She fi. cs with endleſs Love. Song 
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Sang. 121. As I /aw fair Chloe. 
A® I faw fair CI hoe walk alone 
Ihe feather'd ſnow came ſoftly down 
Like Jove deſcending from his Tower 
To court her in a ſilver Shower 
The wanton Snow flzw to her Breaſt 
Like little Birds into their Neſfs; 2 
Hut, being o'ercome with whiteneſs theve 
For Gtiet difolv'd into a Tear 


Then flowing down her Garment's Hem, 
To deck her, froze into a Gem. 


Song 122. Te Shepherds and Nymph. 


E Nymphs and ye Swains, from the Groves 

and the Plains, | | 
Attend my complaints, and give ear to my Strains 
No Lover in ſtory, or antient or new, | 
Has ſuifer'd ſo much, for a Paſſion ſo true | 
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The Nymph I adore's neither cruel, nor kind, 
To Love ſeems averſe to my Friendſhip inclin'd 
She ſmiles when I'm gay, when I ſigh ſhe looks 
grave, | | 
She admits me her Friend, but denies me her ſlave. 


I tell her I'm dying, ſhe asks what I ail; 
1 fall at her Feer, but alas, tont avail. i 
She wonders, why trembling Igigh and complain 


All am 

And 
Then i 
Bu @ © 
When 


And pities my caſe, though ihe laughs at my pay 2 | 
A Boſom ſo frozen v hat Lover can bear? 4nd tl 
Orſay, O ye Powers, ſhall I hope or deſpair : Thi 
Or fly to a warmer, or kinder than ſhe, | Shall 
Who'll as ſoon give me Pain, & as ſoon ſet me free ¶ Scape 

| | Maas Song Wit! 
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Song 123. On a Bank of Flowers. 
N a Bank of Flowers 
Inviting and undreſt, 
la her Bloom of years bright Celia lay 
With Love and Sleep oppreſt 
[then a youthfull Swain with admiring 
Wich. d he durſt the fair Maid ſurprize, 
With a fa, la la, &c. 
Bat fear ' d approaching Spies. 


in a Summers day, 
8 Eyes, 


4s be Gaz d, a gentle Breeze aroſe, 
That fann 'd her Robes aſide, 


And the ſleeping Nymph, did the Charms diſcloſe 


Which waking ſhe would hide: 


| Then his Breath grew ſhort, & his Heart beat high 

He long'd to touch what he chanc'd to (py, 
With a fa, la, &c. 

Bat durſt not ſtill draw nigh, 


All amaz'd he ſtood, with her Beauties fr'd 
And Bleſt the courteous Wind; 


| Then in whiſpers ſigh'd, & the Gods deſir'd, 


That Celia might be kind. 


When with hope grown bold, he advanc'd amain 
| Bat ſbelaugh'd aloud in a Dream, and again, | 


With a fa, la, &c 
Repell'd the tim rows Swain. 


Yet when once deſire has inflam'g ihe Soul, 


All Modeſt Doubts withdraw; 
4nd the God of Love does each fear controul, | 
That would the Lover awe, 
 Thall a Prize like this, ſays the yent'rous Boy 
Scape, and I not the Means employ ? 
With a fa, la, &c. 


To ſeize the Proffer'd Joy. Her 


The 
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In vain 

lere the glowing Yeath, to releive his Pain .: the 
The ſlumbering Maid careſs*d | 
And with trembling Hands (O ha ample Swain) J The cri 
Her ſnowy Boſom preſs'd : And fe 
When the Virgin wal d. and affriphted few, Nor 
vet look'd as wiſhing he would purſuc, | Vanquis 
With a fa , Ne. | The \ 
But Damon miſs” d his Bs, | INo mor 
Nov Repenting that he had ler her fly, ace nc 
Himſelf he thus accns'd; ae b 
what a dull and ſtupid ching WL: Iver ble 
That ſuch a Chance abus'd? | Ani y 
To thy ſhame , tui en on the Plain be (aid Ind par 
Damen a Virgin afleep betray d The ble 
Mitb a fa, la, &c. ad c 

Yet let her go a Maid. | 

5 Song 
Song 1:4 Poe of Love. E Þ 
T dead of Night, when wrapt in leer. 10 
Ihe peaceſull Cottage lay, : Delia the 
Pa ora left her folded Sheep. fal 
Her Garland Crook, and uſeleſs Scrip ; here ce. 
Love led the Nymph aftray. Lal no 
Looſe, and undreſs'd, . tekes her Flight, | Ty N 
= To a near Myrtle Shade, 1 5 "ng fr 
| The corſcious Moen gave all her Light A 111 "uy: 

| To bleſs her'raviſh'd Lover's fight, 2. Pe. 
i And guide the lovely Maid, Y * ofte 
þ 3 ay al! 
mis coger Arms the Nymph embrace, $ de drew 
= And to aſſuage his Pain | bat B;. 
F i- eſtleſe Paſhon he obeys: eo, Nat 
At ſich en Hoo, in ſuch a Place, haus loc 


bY 


What Lover cou'd contain. 1 


* 


"BY 
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In vain ſve cali 'd the co:{cicas Moon, 
The Mon no Succour ga-e 


The crvel Stars, unmov'd look on, 

4nd ſeem'd to imile at what was done, 

Nor vould her Honour ſave. 

} Vanquish'd at laſt, by powe. full Love, 
The Nymph expiring lay, 

No more foe ſigh'd, no more ſhe ſtrove, 
since no kind Stars were fognd above, 
ae blush'd, and dy'd av ay. 
ret bleſt the Grove, her confcions Flight, 

„ 4ni Vonth that J1d betray; | 
e ſaid And panting, dying, with delight. 
Þhe bleſt the kind, tranſporting Night, 
And curs'd the approaching Day. 


Song 125. Black ey'd Suſan, 


E Powers, was Damon then ſo bleſs'd, 
10 fall to charming Delia's Share? 
Delia the, beaurerusMaid Pofleſs'd 
tal that's fe ft, and all that's fair, 
Ihere ceaſe thy Bounty, O indulgent Heaven j 
ash no more for all my wish is given. | 
Icame, and Delia ſmiling ſhew'd, 
be ſmil'd and +hew'd the Happy Name; 
- th riſing Jov my Heart ofe:flov'd, 
telt, and þ.: 154d the neu- born Flame: 
ay ſofteſt pleaſurey + eleſs round her move, 
Pay all her Nights be Joy, and Days be Love 
e drew the Treat e fiom her Breaft, 
bat Bicaft » here Love vnd Graces play : 
« Un; Nam: beyond Expreſhon bleſs*d i 
„as lodg'd with all that's fair and gay 
18 3 | There 


ep, 


. 
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There to be lodg'd i the Thought is Extaſy : 

Who would not wiſh in Paradiſe to lie? 
Song 126. Aule lang Syne. 


W HEN flow'ry Meadows deck the Yean 


And (porting Lamkins play, 
When ſpangled Fields renew'd appear, 
And Muſick wak'd the Day: | 
Then did my Chloe leave her Bower, 
To hear my am'rous Lay; 
Warm'd by my Love, ſhe vow'd, no Power; 
Should lead her Heart aſtray. 


The warbling Choirs from ev'ry Bough, 
Surround our Couch, in Throngs, 
And all their tuneful art beſtow, 
To give us change of Songs. 
Scenes of delight my Soul poſſeſs'd, 
I bleſs d, then hogg'd my Maid; 
I robb'd the Kiſſes from her Breaſt, 
Sweet as at Noon-day's Shade. ; 


Joy fo traaſporting, never fails 
To fly a way as Air: 


Another Swain with her prevails, 
To be as falſe as fair. th 
hat can my ſatal Paſhon cure? 
Flt never woo again: 
All her Diſdain I muſt endure, 
Adoring her in vain.. 


be End of the Second Part 
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PART III. 


— i on 


' taining A Collection of 1 md 
{ Diverting Songs, by the moſt celebra- 
ted Authors. To which is added, ſome 
Love Songs, never before printed. 5 


Song 127. Gently touch the warbling Lyre. 


FJEntly flir and blow the Fire, 
Lay the Mutton down to roaſt, 
Dreſs it quickly I defire, 
11 in the Dripping put a Toaft, 
k That I gas Arr, may remove ; 7 


4 a Jack go ry 2 8 | 
Te have it nicely brown'd. 8 
A. F. On 
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On the Table ſpread the Cloth, 
Let the Knives be ſharp and clean 
Pickles get, and Sallad both, 
Let them each be freſh and green; 
With ſmall beer good ale and wine. 
Oh: ye Gods! how 1 ſhall dine? 


Song 128. Trades aury. 

1 awry, and ſo am 1, 
1 Ag well as ſome Folks that are greater; 
But by the peace ve at preſent en joy, 

We hope to be richer and ſtraiter. 
Brib'ry muſt be laid aſide, z 
To ſome body's Mortification, 
He that is guilty Oh? let him be try d, 
And xpos d for a Rogue to the Nation. 
I am that little Fellow 
Call'd Panchinelio, 155 
much Beauty I carry about me; 

I am witty, and Pretty, 
And come to delight ye, of 
| Yon cannot be merry withonr me; 

My Cap is made like a Sugar loaf, 
And roand my Collar. ] wear a Ruff. 

I'd trip and ſhew you my Shapes in Buff, 
But fear the Ladies will float me, 
My riſing back and diſtorted breaft, 

When e'er I'ſhew them, become a Jeſt; 

And as for what is below my watts, 

No'Lady ever need doubt me 
 X(ſ(op was a monſterous flave, 
And waited at Xanthns's Table ; 


Yet he was always a comical Knave, 
And an excellent Dab at a Fable: 


T] 


| So whe 


{ art 


By my 


Lou 


The fa 


May tt 
Beca 


| But he 
F Is talle 


May 
But 1, 
As he 


And tt 


Wit 
mear 


Let dri 
vithou 


But 


| So when I perſume to ſhow my Shapes, 
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J am juſt ſuch another; 


By my ſweet Looks and good Humour I Know, 


| You muſt take me for him, or his Brother, 
The fair and the comely, | 


May think me but homely, 
Becauſe I am tawny and c 


{| But he that by nature 
Is taller and ftraiter 


May happen to prove a Blockhead; 


Bat 1, fair Ladies, am full as wiſe 


„ * 


— 
—— 


* 


Song 130 Ghoſts of &ery Occupation + 


wwe to happy Fates allotted _ 


As he that tickles your Ears with Lyes 


| And thinks he pleaſes your charming. Eyes 


With a Rat-tail Wig and a Cockade : 
mean the Bully that never fought, 


Let dreſſes himſelf in a Scarlet Coat, 5 
vithout a Comiſhon not worth a Groat 


But ſtrut with an empty Pocket. 
Song 129 The Twitcher. 


E that has the beſt Wife 
She's the Plague of his Life, 


hut for her that will ſcold and will quarrel 


Let him cat her off ſhort 


Of her Meat and her Sport, 


And ten times a day hoop her Barrel, brave Boys 
And ten times a day hoop her Barrel 5 


Hoſts of e ery Occupation 1 
ry Rank and ev'ry Nation: 
dome with Crimes all foul and ſpotted 


lreſe the Stygian Lake to paſs, 
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Here a Soldier roars like Thunder, 
Prates of Wenches, Wine and plunder 
Stateſmen here the Times accuſing ; 
Poets Senſe for Rhymes abuſing ; 
Lawyers chatt'ring | 
Conrtiers flattring, 
Bullies ranting, 
Zealots canting ; 
Knaves and Fools of ev "ry Claſs 
Knaves and Fools of ev'ry Claſs. 


| Song 131 Deſpairing beneath a cleay Stream 


Y the fide of a great Kirchin-Fire, 
A Scullion ſo hungry was laid, 
A Pudding was all his defire, 
A Kettle ſupported his head: 
The Hogs that were fed by the Houſe, 
To his ſighs with a Grunt did reply, 
And a Gutter that car'd not a Louſe, 
Ran mournfully muddily by 


But when it was ſet in a Diſh, 
Thus ſadly complaining he cry 'd 
My Mouth it does water and wiſh 
I think it had better been fry'd 
The Butter around it was ſpread, 
'Twas as great as a Prince in his Chair: 
Oh? could I but eat it he faid, 
The proof of the. Pudding lies there. 


| How fooliſh was 1 to believe, - 

It was made for ſo homely a clown ; 
Or that it would have a Reprieve, Z 
From the dainty: fine "ons of the Town 


— 


| 
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Conld I think that a Pudding fo fine, 


Could ever uneaten remove ? 
We labour that others may dine, 
And live in a Kitchen on Love. 


What though at the fire I have wrought, 
Where Puddings do boil and do fry ? 


Though part of it hicher be brought, 


And none'ofit ever fer by? 
Ah! Collin! thou muſt not be firſt £ 
Thy Knife and thy Platter reſign ; 


] Ther-” Margret will eat till ſhe burſt, 


And her Turn is ſooner than thine, 


And you my companions ſo dear, 


Who ſorrow to ſce me ſo pale: 
Whatever I fuffer, forbear, 
Forbear at a pudding to rail: 


Though through all the Rooms I ſhonld rove, 


Tis in vain from my Fortune to go 


| 'Fis its Fate to be otten above, ; - 


"Tis mine for co want it below. 


Ik chile my hard Fate I ſuſtaia, 


In your Bre aſt any pity be found 


Ye Servants that early do dine, 


Come ſce ha I lic on the Ground; 


I Than hang up a Pan and a pot 


And ſorrow. to ſee how I dwell 


And ſay, when you grieve at my lot, 


Poor Collin lov'd pudding 'tpp-well. 


Then back to your Meat you may go. . SED 
Which you ſet in your Diſhes fo prim, 

Where Sauce in the middle does flow. . 

And Flowers are ftrew'd on the brim; 


SE 3-- 


7 * 
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FOR Collin forgotten and gone, 

By the Hedges ſhall diſmally rove, 

Unleſs when he ſees the round moon, 
He thinks on a pudding above. 


1 132 Under the Greenwood Tree: 


F all the plagues of human Life, 
A ſhrew is ſure the worſt ; 

Scarce 7 in ten that takes a wiſe, 

But with a ſhrew is curſt. 
Since then the plague in Marriage lies 
who'd raſh upon his Fate? 
when he for freedom, bondage bays, 
And ſtill repents too late. 


Song 133 The e ſweet roſy 16 
H E ſweet roſy mcrning, 
Peeps over the Hills 
With bluſhes adorning 
The meadows and Fields; 


While the merry, merry, merry, Horn calls 


Come, come, come, away), 
Awake from your Slumber, 
And bail the new Day. 


The Stag rous'd before us, 
Away ſeems to fly, 
And Pants to the Chorus 
Ol Hounds in full cry. | 
Then follov, follow, follow, follow 
The Muſical Chace, . 
Where Pleaſue, and Vigorons Health * embract. 
The Day's Sport when over, 
Makes Bloed circle right 
And gives the brisk Lover. 
Freſh charms for the Ni ght. 


| | Admir 
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Then let us, let us now enjoy 
| All we can, ævbile we may; | 
| Let Love crown the Night, As our Sports crown theDag 2} 
Song 154 When [was a Maid of Honour. | 
IN E Ladies with an artfull Grace, 
1 Diiguiſc cach native Feature, 
| Whilſt Ratr'ring Glaſſes ſhew the Face, 
As made by Art, not Nature, | 
But we poor folks in lome-ſpun-grey, 
| By patch nor wafhes tainted, 
Look freſh & ſweeter far than they 
That till are finely Painted: 
Song 135. Nonſenſical Folks prepare. 
Trifling Song you ſhall hear 
Begun with a Triflle and ended 
All trifling people draw near, | 
And J hall be nobly attended. 
Were it not for Trifles a few, 
| That lately have come into play, 
% | The Men would want ſomething to do 
” And the Women want ſomething to ſay. 
{| What makes men trifle in dreſſing 5 
| Becauſe the Ladies, they know, 
Admire by often poſleſling, 
That eminent trifle a Beau, 
when the Lever his moments hag trifled 
| The Trifle of Trifles to gaia 
No ſooner the Virgin is rifled 
I Buta trifle ſhall part em agaia. 
tracts | What mortal man would be abl 
At White's half an hour to fir, 
Ir who could bear the Tea-Table _ 


Thi Without talking of triſles for vit The 


3 | N 
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The Court is from Trifles ſecure, 
Gold Keys are no Trifles we ſee, 
white Rods are no trifles I'm ſare, 
W harever their bearers may be. 
But if you will go to the place, 
here Trifles abundantly breed, 
The Levee will ſhew you his Grace, 
Makes Promiſes Trifles indeed! 
A Coach, with ſix Footmen behind, 
I count neither Trifle nor Sin; 
But, ye Gods! how oft do we find, . 
AAſcandalovs Trifle within. 
A Flask of Champain, People think it, 
A Trifle, or ſomething as bad, 
But if you'll contrive how to drink it, 
You'll find it a Trifle e-gad. 
N Parſon's a Trifle at Sea, 
a widow's a Trifle in Sorrow, 
a Truce is a Trifle to-day; _ | 
who knows what may happen to-morrow ? 
A black Coat a Trifle may cloak, 
Or to hide it the Red may endeavour, 
But if once the Army is broke, ä 
we Wall have more Trifles than ever. 
The Stage is a Trifle they ſay, 
the Reaſon pray carry along 
Becauſe at ev'ry new Play, 2 
the Houſe a= with Trifles will throng. 
But with People's Malice to trifle, 
And to ſer-us all on a foot, 
The Author of this is a Trifle, 
And hisSong isa Trifle to boot. 
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5 * Song 136. Since Times are ſo bad A 


| Shes O on you vile Sor, 
Quit your pipe and your Pot, 
Cet home to your Stall and be . 
You puzzle your Pate, 

_ with whimſies of State, 

| And play with Edge tools to your Ruis. 
Be. Keep in that ſhrill Note. 
Or I'll ram down your throat, 

This red hot black Pipe I am ſmoaking, 
thou Plague of my Life! 

| thou Gypſy! thou wife! 

Ho dar'ſt thou thy Lord be provoking, 


Sbe. You riot and roar, 
For Babylon's whore, 
And give up your Rible and platter, 
I prethee dear Lis, | 
1 Have a little more wit, 
8 And keep thy Neck out of the Halter, 
1 Ze. Nay prithee, ſweet Jean. . 
Nov let me alone, 
Jo follow this princely Vocation | 
I mean to be great | 
a ſpite of my Fate, 
And ſettle myſelf and theNation.. 


| She. Go, go, you vile Sot! 
1 matter thee not, 
She, Was ever poor Woman ſo lighted 
He. Thy Fortune is made! 
Sc. Go follow your Trade. | 
Ie. I tell thee I mean to be knighted, EY 


Song 5 F 5 
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She. A Whipping poſt Knight, 
He, Get thee out of my Sight, 
She. 'TEon Traytor, thou! mark thy ſad ending, 
He. Ill new vamp the State, _ 
The Church III tranſlate ; N 
Old Shoes are no more worth the mending. 


Song 137. Anfwer to Collin's Complaint, 


E Winds to whom Collin complains, 
In Ditties fo ſad and ſo ſweet. 
Believe me, the Shepherd but feigns, 
He's wretched, to ſhew he has wit. 
No Charmer like Collin can move, 
And this is ſome: pretty new Art: 
ah! Col/in's a Juggler in Love. 
and likes to play Tricks with my part. 
Men he vill, he can ſigh and look pale, 
SgSieem doleful and alter his Face. 
Can tremble and breath ont his Tale, 
Ah! Collin has every paee. 
The willow my Rover prefers. 
To the Bre aſt where he once begg'd to lie, 
And the Streams that he ſwells with his Tears, 
Are Rivals belov'd more than 1 
His Head my fond Boſom would bear, 
His Heart would ſoon bear him to reſt; 
Let the Swain that is ſlighted deſpair, 
But Collin is only in Jeſt. ä 
No Death the Deceiver deſigns, 
Let the Maid that is ruin'd deſpair; 
For Collin but dies in his Lines, 
And gives himſelf that modiſh Air. 
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can Shepherds, bred far from the Court, 


— 


So witrily talk of their Flame, 

Bat Collin makes paſſion his Sport, 
Beware of ſo fatal a Game, 

My Voice of no Muſick can boaſt, 
Nor my Perſon of aught that is fine. 


Bat Collin may find to his Coſt, 


A Face that is fairer than mine. 
Ah! then J will break my lov'd Crook. 
To thee I'll bequeath all my Sheep. 
And die in the mach favonr'd Brook, 
Where thou but pretendeft to weep, 


Then monrn the ſad Fate rhat you gave, 


In Sonnets ſo ſmnoth and divine. 


Perhaps I may riſe from my Grave, 


To hear as ſoft Muſick as thine. 


{ Of the Violet, Daiſy, and Raſe, 


The Heart's-Eafe, the Lilly, and Pink, 
Let thy Fingers a Garland compoſe, 
And crown'd by the Rivalet's Bank, 

How oft, my dear Swain, did I ſwear, 
How much my fond Soul did admire, 


Thy Verſes, thy Shape, and thy Air, 


Tho? deck'd in thy rural Attire. 


{ Your Sheep Hook you rul'd with ſach Art. 


That all your ſmalh Subjects obey d; 
And ſtill you reign'd King of his Heart, 
Whoſe Paſkoa you ſalſely upbraid, 


| How often my Swain have I ſaid; 


That thy Arms were a Palace to.me, 


And how well I could live in a Shade, 


Tho' adorn'd with nothing but thee, 
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Oh what are the Sparks of the Town, 
Tho' they're never ſo fine and ſo gay, 
| I freely would leave Reds of Down, 
| For thy Breaſt and a new Bed of Hay. 
| Then Collin, return once again, 
Again make me happy in Love, 
Let me find thee a faithful true Swain, 
And as conſtant a Nymph I will prove. 


Song 138. As Amoret with Phillis (at, 


A S Amoret and Phillis ſat, 
One Ev'ning on the Plain, 
And ſaw the charming Strephon wait 
To tell the Nymph his Pain; 
The threat'ning Danger to remove, ' 
He whiſper'd in her Ear, 
Ah ! Phillis! if yon would me loye, 
=. This Shepherd, do not hear. 
| j None never had ſo ſtrange an Art, 


| His Paſhon to con vey, 

3 Into a liſt'ning Virgins Heart, 

And ſteal her Soul away: WI 

k Fly, fly betimes for Fear you give, 

Occaſion of your Fate, | 

| In vain, ſaid ſhe, in vain to ſtrive, 
Alas! *tis now too late. 


Song 139, Te Gods, ye gave, &c. 


E Gods, ye gave to mea Wife, 
Out of your wonted Favour, 
40 be the Comfort of my Life, 
And 1 was glad to haye her, 


© — — 


— 


O 
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But if your Providence divine, 

Fo greater Bliis deſigns her, 

To obey your Will at any time, 
I am ready to refign her. 


Song 140. Matrimony diſolay'd. 


O F all the ſimple Things we do, 
To rub over a whimſical Life, 

There's no ones Folly is ſo true, 

As that very bad bargain a Wife. 
We're juſt like a Mouſe in a Trap, 

Or Vermin caught in a Gin, 3 
We ſweat, and fret, and try to eſcape, 
| And curſe the ſad Hour we came in, 


I Igam'd, I crank, and play'd the Fool, 


And a thouſand mad Frolicks more, 
I rov'd, and rang'd, deſpis'd all rule, 
But I never was marry'd before: 
This was the worſt Plague could enſue, 
Im mew'd in a ſmoaky Houfe, 
I ngd to töpe a Bottle or two, ; 
But now tis ſmall Beer with my Spouſe, 
My darling Freedom crown'd my Joys, 
And I never wasvex'd in my Way, 
It now I croſs her Will, and Voice, 
Makes my Lodging too hot for my ſtay, 
Like a Fox that is hamper'd in vain, 
1 ret at my Heart and my Soul; 5 
Walk to and fro, the length of my Chain, 
Then am forc'd to creep into my Hole. 


Song 141. Charming Sally. 
F all the Trades from Eaſt to Weſt, 
A Cobler's paſt contending, 


He's 


TEES ed , p —_ 
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He's like in T'imeto prove the beft, 
who ev'ry Day is mending, 

How great his Praiſe who can amend 
the Soles of all his Neighbours? 

Nor is unmindful of his Ead. 
But to his Laſt ſtill Labours. 


Song 142. I met a pretty Laſs. 5 
ZUR E Marriage is a fine tbing, 
It is ſo common grown, 
Ta, la, la, &c. 
It is a Bait which all, 
Do ſwallow glibly down, 
Fa, la, la, &c. 


. To anſwer Expectation, 


Such Joys it ſhould diſpence, 
Fa, la, la, &c. 
To recompence the Fools it makes, 
By charming every Sence. 
Fa, la, Ia, &c. 


Song 143. 4 Cuclold in thought, 

A Cuckold it is thought, 
A moſt reproacliſul Name, 
Since Wives commit the Fault, 
Wbilſt Husbands bear the Blame, 
Tis natural for Women; 

Such little Slips to make, 
And it they were not common, 

How many Heads would ach, 
I' give my Wife her Humour, 

If ſhe'l1 but give me mine: 


And tho I hear bad Rumour, ' 


1 never will repine; 
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If ſhe a Cuckold make me, 
I'll ſerve her in her kind, 
And may the Devil take me, 
if cer J lag behind, 


Song 144. Tbe terille Law. 
HE terrible Law, 
When it faſtens its Paw, 
On a poor Man it gripes till he's andone, 
And what I am doing, 
May turn to my Ruin, 


TIT 


Though rich as the Lord-Mayor of Londen 


Therefore I'll be wary, 
What Meſſage I carry, 
Unleſs we make a ſure Bargain, 
1 will be dempnify'd, 
Thoroughly zatisfy* 3 
That ch'am ſhanꝰt ſuffer a Varding, 


Seng 145. Oh! the charming Month of Mey, 


O H! the charming Month of May. 
When the Breezes, 


Fan the Trees is, 
Fall of Bloſſoms freſh and gay, 

Oh! the charming Month of May! 
Charming, charming Month of May! 
| Oh! what Joys your Pruſpe&s yield, 
When in new Livery, 

We ſee every 
Buſh and Meadow, Tree and Field. 


| Ob! What Joy, BY charming a Ec. 
. Oh how freſh the e Ai 

When the Zephyrs, 

And the Heifers, 


Their 


a 
** 
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Their odviil 'rons ſu ects compare | 1 
Oh! how freſh the &c. charming freſh, S. ok 
|; Oh 155 ſweet at Night to dream, Whe 
| On moſſy billcws, @ 1 Witt 
By the Trillows, | Tell 
of a gentle, purling Stream: | For | 
Oi. ! how ſweet, c. charming ſusetgpe, Andi 
Od how kind the Country Laſs, WI 
Wno, her Cow bilking. 85 Let: 
Leaves her milking, 5 | And 
For a Green Gown on the Graſs, | In qt 
Oh! how kind, Sc. charming kind. . 
Oh! how ſweer it is to ſpy, I Let! 
At the Concluſion, In Sl 
Her deep Contuſi ion, | | Who 
Bluſhing Cheeks and down caſt Eye, „ 
Oh; how ſweet, Ec. charming ſweet, &. But c. 
Oh the charming Curds and Cream, | Fair} 
When all is over, | Her v 
She gives her Lover S 
Who on the Skimming Diſh carves her Name: e 
Oh the charming Curds and Cream, Empl 
Charming, charming, &c. _ 1 5, 
Song 146. Green Slvees. : 
1 - Guardians of the fair, 6 5 
| Who skift on Wings in ambient Air, i T 
Ot my dear Delia take a Care, | che! 
And repreſent her Lover, 985 | No © 
With all the Gaiety of Youth, : Rs 
With Honou:. Tuftice, Love, "and Truth, | The 
Till ] rerurn her Paſhon ſooth, To te 
For me, let whiſpers move her, | 


me, 
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Be careful no baſe ſordid Slave, 
With Soul ſunk in a golden Grave, 
Who knows no Virtue, but to ſave, 
With glazing Gold bewitch her, 


Tell her for me ſhe was defign'd, : 


For me to know how to be kind, 
Andhave more Plenty in my Mind, 
Then one who's ren times richer. 
Let all the World turn up-fide down, 
And Fools run an cternal round, 


In queſt of what can ne'er be found, 


To pleaſe their vain Ambition ; 
Let little Minds great Charms eſpy, 
In Shadows which at Diftance lic, 


Whoſe hop d for Treafnres when come nigh, 


Proves nothing in Fruition. 
But caſt into a Mould divine, 


Fair Delia does with Luſtre ſhine, 


Her virtuous Soul's an ample Mine, 
Which yields a conftant 'Ireaſure, 
Let Poets in ſublim:& Lays, 


Employ their Skill her Fame to raiſe 


Let Songs of Muſick paſs whole Days, 
With well tun'd Reeds to pleaſe her 


Song 147, There liv'dlons age 
T here liv'd loag ago in a Country Place, 
Aclever young Lad that lov'd a young Laſs 
She Inv'd him again, and (O! wander to hear, 
No Offers could move her, ſhe lov'd him ſo dear, 


The Lord of the Village took it into his Head, 
To tempr her to leave him, and come to his 50 
| . 
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He offer'd her Jewels, and Baubles, and R ings, 
But the flighted his Love, and refas'd his gay 
things, 1 | 

He told her, He'd make her as fine as a Queen, 
Her Gown ihonld be Silk and her Cap Colber;cen 


But ſhe ſaid Lindſey wolſey, and Bone lace would 
ſerve, EE 


And rather than pleaſe him, ſhe'd venture to 


ſtarve. 


He told her, he'd give her a pad to ride out, 
Or a Coach, if ſhe lik'd it, to viſit about. 

She thank'd him, but ſaid, ſhe could very well 
Valk, © | | 


And ſhould ſhe have a Coach, how the Neighbours | 


would talk! 
He ſaid, for the Neighbonrs, he'd make it his Care 
That none, e'en the Parſon on Sundays, ſhould 

dare | 
To find fault with her Conduct, or offer to blame 
Her Manner of li-ing, or blaſt her good Name. 


She told him, in mort, he muſt e'en be content, 

For jewels or Gold ſhould ne'er bribe her Con- 
lent: © - | 

Her Heart was another's, and ſo ſhould remain, 

And ſhe ſcorn'd to be falſe for the lucre of Gain 


Song 148. Myrtillo. 


. N agraſs Pillow, | 
O The youth ful Ayrtillo, 

Tiranſported was laid; 

In his Arms a Creature, 

Who every feature, 


For conqueſt made; 


To his 
| And foi 
Whil 
O dear 
Had 1 
IA ni 
Streams 
And 25 
Amb 
A Swai 
And all 
{ The 
The dc 
No mc 
A fil 
10 bleſt 
Lou m 
Be a 
Nou, t 
If ſuch 
The 


No, no 


I Has be 


His 
The d. 
Of Lov 

He 


| And 1: 


He ha 
+» 


Qu 


That y 
I've 
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Linge Te his Side he claſp'd her 
Tings, } And fondly he graſp'd her. 
s gay VL: Pd er, 

While ſhe cry d, O dear 
O dear Myriillo, e 
lucen, | Had I known your wil 
ericen I'd never come here. 
Streams gently flowing 
And Zephyrs blowing y 
Ambroſial breeze, : 
A Swain admiring, 
, And all conſpiring 

| The Charmer to pleaſe : 
7 well | The dear Nymph complying, 
No more denying, 
1bours | A filent Grove, 
O bleſt 7dyrrills ! 
sCare Lon may if you will-o, ; 
hould Be as happy as Fog 
| | Now, the Devil's in it, 
blame If ſuch a Minute, 
me. The Shepherd could loſe- 
No, no, Myrtillo, | 
Con- | Has better Skill o, 
is Moments to chuſe. . 

main, | The delightful treaſure, 
f Gain | Of Love and Pleaſure, 
| He boldly ſeiz d; 
| And like Aryrtillo, 
He had his fil o, 

Of what he pleas'd. 

Song 149 Holly Moo. 
Ays my Uncic, I pray now diſcover, 
What has been the cauſe of your woes, 

That yon pine, and you whine, likea Lover 

I've ſeen Molly Mog of the Roſe '. 


[-o, 


T6 
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O Nephew! your Grief is but folly ! | 
In town you may find better prog, 
Half a Crown will get yon a Molly, 
A Molly much better than Mog 
The School-boys delight in a play day, 
The School-Maſfter's Joy is to flog; 
Fop 1s the Delight of a Lady, 
But mire is in ſweet Moly Mog. 
FFill. © Whiſp leads the Traveller a-gadding, 


Through Ditch, and thro* Quagmire, and Bog: 


But no Light can e'er ſet me a-madding, 
But the Eycsof my ſweet Molly Mog. 
For Guineas in other Men's breeches, 

_ YomiGamefters will paum and will cog, 
But I envy them none of their Riches, 

So I paum but my ſweet Molly Mog. 
The Heart that's half-wounded is ranging, 
It here and there leaps like a frog: 
But my Heart can never he changing, 

Tis fo fix d on my ſweet Molly Mog. 

1 know that by wits 'tis recited, 

That women, at beſt; are a Clog 
But I'm not fo eaſily frighted 

From loving my ſvcer Molly Meg. 
A Letter when J am inditing, 

Comes Cupid, and gives me a Jog, 
Ard fill all my paper with writing 

Ot nothing but ſweet Molly Mog. 
T ftel I'm in love to Diſtraction, 

My Senſes are loſt in a fog; 
And in nothing can find Satisfaction, 


But in thoughts of my ſweet Molly XMog- ; | 


Thi 


- [If I wor 


J witl 
And at 
For a 
For tho 
And 
Juno, V 
Unite 


[Were 


And 1 


| Both h1- 


he'd. 


_ When 


Then 


To b: 


And 


Wacr 


Rem: 


And tal 


With 
Jo1 


W. 


It enrol 


IOur S© 


1 
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- [1f I would not give up the three Graces, 


t with | were hang'd like a Dog, 

And at Court afl the Drawing-Room Faces: 
| For a Giance at my ſweet Molly Mog. : 
For thoſe Faces want Nature and Spirit, 
And ſeem as cut out ofa' Log: 
Juno, Venus, end Pallas's Merit, 
Unite in my ſweet Molly Mog. 
Were Virgil alive with his Phillis, 
And writing another Eclogue, 


Both his P/illis, and fair Amaryllis 


he'd give for my ſweer Moliy Mog. 


When Molly comes up with the Liquor, 


Then Jealouſy ſets me a pog : 
[To be ſure ſhe's a bir for the Vicar, 
And io | hail loſe Molly Mog. 


[Wicr to u men you make your addreſs, Sir, 


| Remcmbur the old Decalogue ; 


And rake hecd that you never tranſgreſs, Sir, 


With that beautiful roaſt Molly Mog. 
Song 150. On old Eneliſo Ronſt Beef. 


7 Hen mighty Roaſt beef vas the Engliſh- 
mens food, | 
It erobled our Veins, and enriched our Blood, 


Our Soldiers were brave, and our Courticrs were 


good 
Oh the Roaſt Beef of old England, 
And its old Engliſh Roaſt- beef. 


IBut ſince we have learn'd from All- conquering 


| France, 
Toear their Ragon's, as well as to Dance, 
We are ſed up with nothing but vain complaiſance 


I Oh the Reaſt-bect of old England, Oc. 
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Our Fathers of old were robuſt, ſtont and ſtro 
And x! Houſe, with good cheer all Day 
ong, | | 
Which made their plump Tenants rejoyce in | 
this Song, | „„ 
Oh the Roaſt- beef of old England, . | 
But now we are dwindl'd to what ſhall I name? 
A ſneaking poor Race, half begotten and Lame, 
Who fully thoſe Hononrs that once ſhone in 
Fame, 1 
Oh the Roaſt - beef of old England, Gesc. 
When good Q. Elizabeth ſate on the Throne 
E'er Coffee and Tea, or ſuch ſlip ſlops were know 
The world was in terror, if ſne did but frown, 
Oh the Roaſt- beef of old England, Oc. 


In thoſe Days if Fleets did preſume on the main, 
They ſeldom or never return'd back again, 
As witneſs. the vaunting A, mado of Spain, 


Oh the Roaſt beef of old England, Sc. 


O then we had ſtomachs to eat and to fight, 
And when wrongs were a cooking to do ourſelys 
right. I | 
But n we're all cow'd,—and I wiſh you geod 
Night, 1 Ong 
Oh the Roaft beef of old England, 
And old Engliſh Roaſt-beef. 


Song 151. Peggy, I muſt love thee. 


4 


Th 
With th 
A ſhip, 
New life 
With 


50 wher 
I ſcor1 
Love wi 
To be 
Thus di 
IT found 


Ingratiti 


But 


Then n 


I'll h 
Let be: 
| We | 
JF hat 

Since m 
Since 

Men m. 
And 
To fig! 
Doat 
duch w 
still h. 
Falſe } 
Since 


0 


; 
4 1 | 
* 


As from a rock, paſt all relief, 
The ſhipwreck'd Collin ſpying 
His native ſoil, o'ercome with grief, 
Half ſunk in waves, and and dying: 


With the next Morning-ſun he ſpies 

A ſhip, which gives anh-p'd Surprize ; 

New life ſprings up, he lifts his Eyes 

With Joy, and waits her Motion. 

do when by her whom long I loy'd, 

I ſcorn'd was and deſerted, 

Love with deſpair my ſpirits mov'd, 
To be for ever parted, | 

Thus droop'd I, till diviner grace 

I fonnd in Pegey's mind and face; 


IIngratitude appear'd then baſe, 


70 


t, 
rſelves 


n good 
Puch was my caſe for many a year, 
— hope ſucceeding to my fear; 


Jy 


ru hafte dull Courtſhip to a el 


But virtue more engaging» 
Then now, fince happily I've hit, 
I'll have no more delaying ; 
Let beauty yield to manly vit, 
We loſe ourſelves in ſtay ing: 
oſe, 
Since marriage can my fears oppole : 
Why ſhoald we happy minutes loſe, 
Since, Pegay, I muſt love thee? 


Men may be fooliſh, if they pleaſe, 


And deem't a lover's duty, 
[To ſigh, and ſacrifice their eaſe, - 
Doating on a proud beauty. 


Falſe Betty's charms now diſappear, 
| Since Peggy's far oatſhine them. 


3 
uad hears and ſees thee all the while, 


Wit | 


} Leſt as 


4 the immortal Gods is he, 


The Youth who fondly fits by thee, 
Softly ſpeak, and ſweetly ſmile, 
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Song 152. I wiſh my Love were in & Mir: 


9 


Se 
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So ſpoke, and ſmil'd, the Eaſtern maid; 
Like thine, ſeraphick were her charms, 
That in Circaſia's Vineyards ffray'd, 

And bleſt the wiſeſt Monarch's arms. 
A thouſand fair of high deſert, 
| Strive to enchant the amorous King; 
But the Circa ſian gain 'd his heart, 

And taught the royal bard to ſing. 
Clarenda thus our ſong inſpires, 

And claims the ſmooth and ſofteſt Lays; 
Bur while each Cham our boſom fires, 
Words ſcem too few to ſound her praiſe, 
Her mind in every Grace complete, 

To paint, ſarpafies human skill: 
Her Majeſty, mixt with the Sweet, 

Let feraphs ſing her, if they will. 
Wlälſt wand'ring, with a raviſh'd Eye, 

We all that's perfect in her view, 
Viewing a ſiſter of the sky, 

To whom an Adoration's due. 


Song 153. Mat care J for Affairs of State, 
W. Hat care I for aftai:s of ſtate? 
Or whois rich, or who is great? 
Non tar abroad the ambitious roam, 
To b ing our Gold or Silver home? 
Wha: is't to me, if [rave or Spain 
Conte ut to peace, or wars maintain? 
J pay my taxes, peace or war, 
And wiſh all well at Gibraltar; 
ut wind a Cardinal vo more 
Th:n aoy other ſcarlet whore: 
Crant me. ye Powers, but health and feſt, 
And let who will the world conteſt. 
Neat 


| 


Prith 


ate, 


Near ſome ſmooth ſtream, Oh, 
| My Liberty, and feed my Sheep; 
A ſhady walk well lin'd with Trees, 
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let ma keep 


| 


Neat 


| An Orchard which good Apples bears, 
| 


| And let the Evening crown the Day. 


| 82 neter was a Dog ſo wretched as I, 
Auer frowns give a pain I'm unable to bear, 


| Then prithee, my deareſt, conſent and be kind, 0 


A Garden with a Range of Bees; 


Where ſpring a long green Mantle wears, 
Where winters never are ſevere, : 
Good Barley-Land to make goud beer ; 
With Entertainment for a Friend, 

To ſpend in peace my latter End; 

In honeſt Eaſe, and home ſpun Grey, 


Song 154. Sure ne er was ſuch a Dog, & t. 


Whoſe Reſt is for ever prevented; 


I'm neither at peace when Aurelia looks coy, 
Nor when ſhe looks kind am contented. 


The the ughts of them ſet me a trembling : 


Her ſmiles give no Joy, ſince I plaguily fear 
They can be no more than diſſembling. 


Put an End to this troubleſome wooing ; 
Foy I ſee I ſhall ne'er be at peace in my Mind 
Till once you and I have been doing. 


I Let your poor Dog no longer with Juſtice complain 


Or Uſage that's hard above meaſure; 


| Bur ſince he has taſted ſo much of Love's pain, 
| Prithee fling him a bit of his pleaſure. 


Song 155. I'll range around the ſhady Bowpers. 
T Hat which her ſlender wafte confin'd, 
Shall now my * temples bind, 
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No Monarch but would give his Crown 
His Arms might do what this has done, 


It was my Heaven's extreameſt ſphere, 
The pale which held that lovely dear. 
My joy, my grief, my hope, my love, 
Did all within this circle move. 


A narrow Compaſs, and yet there, | 
Dwelt all that's good, and all that's fair; 
_ Give me but what this Ribband bound, 
Take all the reſt, the Bun goes round. 


W 


Song 156. Beſſy Bell. 


To let ſuch a Jackanapes taſte her 


With what Zeal & Care ſhould he worſhip the fair, | 
Who re him What's Meat for his Maſter. 


His actions ſhould fill attend on her will, 
Hear, Sirrah, and take it for warning, 


To her he ſhould be each Night on his Knee, 


And ſo he ſhould be on each Morning. 
Song 157. As Fidlers and Archers, &c. 


HE Laſs that would know how to manage 4 | 


Man, 


Let her liſten and learn it from me, 
His Courage to quell, or yy her to trepar, 
As the time and occation*agree: 


The Girl that has beauty, tho ſmall be her wit, 

May whecdle the Clown, or the Beau, 

The Rake may repel, or may draw in the Cit, 
By the Wie of that pretty word, no. 


— q 


vyhen 


Hen a Lady like me condeſcends to agree 1 


| 


1 


| 


3 


The new Vocal Miſcellany. 123 


When powder'd Tonpees around are in Chat, 
Each firiving his paſſion to ſhow, 

With kiſs me, and love me, my Dear, & all that, 

Let her anſwer to all be, O no. 


When a Doſe is contriv'd to lay Virtue afl:ep, 
A preſent, a treat, or a ball, | 


She ſtill muſt refuſe, if her Empire ſhe keep, 


And no be her anſwer to all. 


But when Mr. Dapperwit offers his Hand, 
Her Partner in Wedlock to go; 


A Horſe, and a Coach and a Jointare in Land; 
She's an Idiot of then ſhe ſays no. 


Aad when ſhe's attack'd by a youth full of charms 


agree 


E fair, | 
laſter. 
| 


Knee, N 


* 
20 


Who's Courtſhip proclaims him a Man, 
When prets'd to his boſom, and elaſp'd in his 
T ben let her ſay no, if ſhe can. (Arms, 


Song 158, O London is a fine Towns 


1} JN ancient Days I've Yeard, with Horns 


1 The wiſe her ſpouſe cou'd fright. 
Which now the Hare bravely ſcorns, 
So common is the fight, 


1 To City, Country, Camp or Court, 
nage | 


Or whereſoe er he go, 


Is horned Brother dares make Sport, 


an, 


r wit, | 


Cit, 


| They're Cuckolds all arow. 


Song 159. Do not 4 me, & 
Woman's ware like China, 
Now cheap now dear is bought; 

When whole the worth a Guinea, 

When broke not worth a Groats 


Ge 


hes | 
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A woman at St. Fames's, 
with Hundreds you obtain; 


But ſtay till loft her fame is, 
She Il be cheap in Drury-Lane. 


Song 169. Tem and Will, &c. 
N he” and Will were ſhepherd ſwains, 

| That liv'd and lov'd together, 

When fair Paſtors croſs d their plains 

Alas, why came ſhe thither, 

For tho' they fed two ſev'ral flocks. 

They felt but ene Defire : 

| Pafſtora's Eyes and Amber Locks, 
Set both their Hearts on fire. 


Lom came of a genteel Race, 

By Father and by Mother ; 
Mill was noble, bat alas, 

He was a younger Brother. 
Tom was forlorn, Mell was fad, 

No Huntſman nor no Fowler; 


Tom was held the proper Lad, 


But Mill the better Bowler, 
Tom was young, but ſomething bold, 
It ſeem'd no ImperfeQion ; 5 
Mill was grey, but yet not old, 
And browner of Complexion: 
The touching flames their breaſts did 
They could no longer ſmother, (bear, 
For tho' they knew they Rivals were, 
They ſtill lov'd one another. 
Tom would drink her Health and ſwear, 
Hig very Ghoſt ſhould haunt her, 
Nil would take her by the Far, 
And with his Voice inchant her: 
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Tom always kept within her ſight, 

And ne er forgot his Duty, 
But Mil was witty, and could write, 
Sweet Sonnets on her beauty, 
Paſtora was a lovely Laſs, 

And of a gentle Nature, 
Divincly good and fair ſhe was, 

And Liad to ev ry Creature; 

| Of favours ſhe was provident, 
but yet not over-ſparing : 
She gave no looſe Enconragement, 
| Yer kept Men from deſpairing. 
| Which of theſe two ſhe loved moſt, 
Or whether ſhe lov'd either, To 
'T'is thought they'll find it to their Coſt, 
} That ſhe indeed lov'd neither; | 
So charming and ſo ſweet was ſhe, 
So pleaſing of Behaviour, | 
That Tom thought he, and Mill thonght he, 
Was chiefeſt in her Favour. 


Thus did ſhe handle Tom and Will, 
Who both did doat upon her, 

For graciouſly ſhe us'd them ſtill, 7 
' Yet ſtill preſerv'd her Honour. | 
| She dealt her Favours equally, 

They both were well contented, 

| And kept them ſtill from Jealouſy, 

| Not eaſily prevented. 2 
Till tattling fame had made report, 

| Of fair Pafora's beauty, 

I Paftora's ſent for to the Court, 

| There to perform her Duty: 

- | Vnto the Court Paftora's gone, 

There were no Court without her, 


G 3 The 


— 


Tom 
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The Queen amongſt her train had none, 
Was half ſo fair about her. 


Tom hang'd his Dog, and caſt away 
His Sheperd's hook and wallet, 
Will broke his Pipe, and curs'd the Day, 
That c'er he made a Ballad: 
Their Nir e- pins and their Buwls they break, 
Their ſports were turn'd to teats; 
"Tis time for me an End to make, 
Let them go ſhake their Ears. 


Song 161. Ir pen the bright God of Day. 


5 Our friendſhip I court, for a friendly ſupport; 5 


My guts are grown wond Tons limber : 
My belly complains of the want of my brains, 
W hich us'd to ſupply it with Timber, | 


May 1 ſving like a Dog, if I have a Hog, 
A Smelt, a George, or a Pcafter: 

But here am I pent, to keep a ſad Leut, 

Without any Hopes of an Zafer. 

T've ſent to my betters many circalar Letters, 
Of this my diſmal Condition 

But you, Sir, I'm ſare, my Diſtemper will cure, 
Or a Halter muſt be the Phyſician. | 
*Tis the firſt time that I e'er at rhiming did try; 
In which, if 1 had any skill, Fu, 


Jour obliged Servant, Re. Argile., 
P. S. I hope you'll excuſe my unpolite Mele ; 
Did Bacchus my fancy inſpire, 
Addreſs you I would, in Verſes as good 
s any of Pope, or of Prior. 


In a more elegant way, as I ought, I would ſay, 4 


Song 


* 
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| Song 162, U ben firſt 1 ſaw thoſe Lips, thoſe Eyes. 


Ear Molly, why ſo oft in Tears? 
Why all theſe jealouſies and fears, 
For thy bold Son of Thunder? 
Have patience till we've conquer'd France, 
Thy Cloſet ſhall be ſtor'd with Nantz; 
Ye Ladies like ſuch plunder, - 


Before T. oon thy Yoke-mate lies, 
Where all the live-long Night ſhe ſighs 
For thee in lowſy Cabbin: 
And tho the Captain's Chloe cries, 
*Tis I, dear Bully, prithee riſe 
He will not let the Drab in. | 


But ſhe, the cunning'ſt Jade alive, 
Says, "tis the ready way to thrive, 
By ſha ing female bounties: 
And, if he'll be but kind one night, 
She vows he ſhall be dubb'd a Knight, 
When ſhe is made a Counteſs. 


| Then tells of ſmooth young Pages whipp'd, 

Caſhier'd, and of their Liv'ries ftripp'd, | 
0 Who late to Pcers belonging, 

e, I Are nightly now compell'd to trudge 

With Links, becauſe they would not dradge, 

To ſave their Lady's Lodging. 


But Vol the Eunuch cannot be 

av, { A colder Cavalier than he. | 

5 In all ſuch Love Adventures; 

Then pray do you, dear Molly, take 

Some Chriſtian care, and do not break 
Your con jugal Indentures. 


986 Bellair, 


5 


ong 


128 The new Vocal Miſcellany. 
Bellair! who does not Bellair know! 
The wit, the beanty, and the bean, 

Gives out, he loves you dearly : | 
And many a Nymph attack'd with ſig hs, 
And ſoft Impertinence and Noiſe, 

Full oft has beat a parley. 


But, pretty turtle, when the blade 
Shall come with am'rous Serenade, 
Soon from the window rate him: 
But if reproof will not prevail, 
And he perchance attempt to ſcale, 
charge the Jordan at him, 


Song 162. Teweed-ſide. 

8 think not the Maid whom you ſcorn 
; with riches delighted can be ; OT 
Had I a great Princeſs been born, 

My Billy had dear been to me: 
In grandeur and wealth we find woe, 

In Love there is nothing but charms, 
On others your Treaſures beſtow, _ 

Give Billy alone to theſe Arms. 


In title and wealth what is loft, 
In tenderneſs oſt is repaid: . 

Too much a great fortune may coſt, 
Well purchas'd may be the poor Maid ; 
Let Gold's empty ſhow cheat the great, 

we more real pleaſures will prove, 
While they in their Palaces nate, 
ve ia our poor Cottage will love. 
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Song 163. Thro' the wood, Lade. 


S early J walk'd on the firſt of ſweet May, 

Beneath a ſteep Mountain, beſide & clear 

| | Fountain, 

| I heard a grave Lute ſoft Melody play, 
Whilſt the Echo reſounded thg dolorons Lay: 


I liſten'd, and look'd, and ſpy'd a young Swain, 

With aſpect diſtreſſed, and ſpirits oppreſſed, 

Seem clearing afreſh, like the sky after Rain, | 
And thus he diſcover'd how he ſtrove with his pain 


Tho” Elixa be coy, why ſhould I repins, 
That a Maid much above me vouchſafes not to 
5 . loye me | . 
* In her high ſphere of worth I never could ſhine; 

| Then why ſhould ! fcek to debaſe her to mine? 


| No: henceforth eſteem ſhall govera my deſire, 
And, in due ſubjection, retain warm affection, 

I To ſhe that ſelf love inflames not my fire, 
And that no other ſwain can more humbly admire, 


When paſſion ſhall ceaſe to rage in my breaſt, 
Then E ſhall huſh my lad mourn- 


| ing; 
And, Lord of myſelf, in abſolute Reft, | 
I Thi hug the condition which heavens think beſt. 


1] Thus frienaſhip unmix'd, and wholly refin'd, 
| May ſtill he reſpotted, th vo Love is 1cjected : 
E!liz.r ſhall own, tho' to Love not inclin'd, | 
That ſhe ne'cr had a friend like her lover refign'd 


May the fortunate youth who hereafter ſhall woo, 
Wich proſp'rons endeavour, and gain her dear 
| Favour, 


Song C | | Know 


Ip 


Know as well as I, whatt' Eliſa is due, 
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Be much more deſerving, but never leſs true. 


Whilſt I, diſengag'd from all amorous Cares, 
Sweet liberty taſting, on calmeſt peace feaſting, 


Employing my reaſon to dry up my Tears, 


In hopes of heaven's bliſſes I'll ſpend my few years 


Ye powers that preſide o'er virtuous Love, 


Come aid me with patience, to bear my vexations; | 


With equal Deſires my flutt'ring Heart move, 
With ſentiments pureſt my notions improve. 


It Love in his Fetters c'er catch me again, 


May courage protect me, and prudence direct me: 


Prepar'd for all fates, rememb'ring the ſwain, 
Who grew happily wiſe, after loving in vain, 


5 Song 164. Logan water. 
T Ell me, Hamillu, tell me why 
Why 


Why from his ſoft embraces fly, 
And all his kind Endearments ſhun? 
So flies the Fawn, with fears oppreſt, 
Secking its Mother ev'ry where; 

It ſtarts at ev'ry empty blaſt, 

And trembles when no Danger's near 
And yet I keep thee but in view, 
To gaze the Glories of thy Face, 

Not with a hateful Step purſue, 
2s age, to rifle ev'ry Grace. 
_ Ceaſe then, dear wildnels, ceaſe to toy, 
But haſte all Rivals to onrſhine : | 
Now grown mature, and rips for Joy, 


Leave Mamma's arms, and fly to mine. 


Thou doſt from him that loves thee run; 


Song 
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8 Song 165. Focky and Fenny. 
es, Ocky and Penny together were laid, 
ing, J Jocky was happy, and ſo was the Maid: 
I He often did ſigh, and dry, Fenny, with thee, 
My Life, though in Bondage, would ſeem to be free 
Jenny, who greatly for Jocky did burn, 
iods; | Would ſigh to his ſigh, and kind Language return: 
> I There's no pair ſo happy, fo much cf one mind, 
k | As Jocky to Jenny, ſo Jenny's inclin d. 
I Content with each other, in humble Retreat, 
t me: They court not new beauties, nor envy the great; 
| {| He'll not quit his Nymph, nor the Nymph; quit 
3 der Swain, 45 
I | For pleaſures yet thought of, or riches to gain. 
Come all you gay Courtiers, who greatneſs admire 
And ſhine in gilt Coaches, with pompous Attire, 
Regard the true pleaſure this Couple enjoy, 
Eor pleaſures with Jocky and Jenny ne'er cloy- 
| While you quit your Sei for Chloe's bright Eyes, 
Aminta parſue, you fair Chloe deipiſe ; 
When one Nymph's undone, you another undo, 
And rambliog, the Fair decs the ſame thing by 
| you: | 
Till nature grows weary, decrepit, and poor, 
Not aged, but quite has axhauſted her Store : 
| Tis Jocky and Jenny enjoy the true taſte; | 
I Be conſtant like them, and your pleaſures will laſt 


Song 166. My Apron, Deary. 


| AY ! Chloe 1 thou treaſure, thou joy of my breaſt! 
Since I parted from thee, I'm a ſtranger to reſt; 


I Ifly to the Grove, there to languiſh and mourn, 
song | There ſigh for my Charmer, and long to return. 


The 
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| The fields all around me are ſmiling and gay, 
But they (mile all in vain,—my Chloe's away : 
The field and the grove can afford me no Eale, 
But bring me my Chloe, a deſart will pleaſe, 


No Virgin I ſee that my Boſom alarms, 


I'm cold to the faireſt, tho glowing with charms 5 


In vain they attack me, and ſparkle the Eye, 
Theſę are not the looks of my Chloe, I cry. 
Theſe looks where bright Love like the Sun fits 
enthron'd, 8 
And, ſmiling, diffuſes his Influence round; 


"Twas thus I firſt view'd thee, my charmer, ama d 


Thus gaz'd thee with wonder, and loy'd while 1 
—_— | 


T hen, then the dear Fair- one was ſtill in my fight, 


It was pleaſure all day, it was rapture all night; 
But now, by hard fortune remov'd from my Fair, 
Jn ſecret to languiſh, a Prey to Deſpair. 

But abſence and Tormeat abate not my flame, 
My Chloe's ftill charming, my paſſion the ſame; 


O! would ſhe preſerve me a place in her breaft, | 
Then abſence would pleaſe me, and I ſhould be 


dlaeſt. | 


Song 167. Come, let us prepare. 


O friend, and to foe, and to all that I know, 
4 That to Marriage-ſtate do prepare 
Remember your days, in their ſeveral ways, 
Are trouble, with ſorrow and care. 


For he that doth loek in the marry'd Man's bool 
And read but the Items all over, _ 
Shall find them to come at length to 2 ſam, 
Shall empty Purſe, Pocket, and Coffer. 


In 
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In paſtimes of Love. when their Labour doth 


rove, 


And the Kinchin beginneth to kick; 


For this, and for that, and I knew not for what, 


The woman muſt have, or be ſick. 

There's Item ſer down, for a Ilooſe-bodied gown, 
In her longing you muſt not deceive her: 

For a bodkin, a ring, and the other fine thing, 

For a Cornet and Lace to be braver, | 

Deliver'd, and well, who is it can tell 

Bot while the Child lies at the Nipple, 


| There's Item for wine, mongſt Goſſips ſo fine, 


And ſugar to ſweeten their Tipple. 


There's Item, I hope, for ſtarch, and for ſoapy 


There's Item for fire, and candle: 
For better, for worſe, there's Item for Nurſe, 
The Baby to dreſs, and to dandle. 


When ſwaddled in Lap, there's Item for Pap, 


And Item for Pot, Pan, and Ladle; 


A Coral with bells, which cuſtom compels, 


And Item, a Crowa for a Cradle. 


[With twenty odd knacks, which the Little-one 


lacks; | 
And thus doth thy Pleaſare betray thee : 


| Yet this is the ſport, in country and court, 


| 


Then let not the charges diſmay thee. 


Song 168. Do not a me charming Phillis: 


FT Ell me, tell me, charming Creature, 
Will you never eaſe my Pain? 

Muſt I die for every Feature? 

Muſt I always love in vaio? 


BY If fondly we love, yet we dare not reveal, 
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The defire of Admiration, 

Is the pleaſure you purſue: 

Pray thee, try a lafting Paſſion, 
Such a Love as mine for you. 

Tears and ſighing could not move yon, 
For a Lover ought to dare: 


When I plainly told I lov'd you, a? 


Then you ſaid, I went too far. 

Are ſuch giddy ways beſceming * 

Will my Dear be fickle Aill ? 

Conqueſt is the jey of women, 
Let their flaves be what they will. 


Your neglect with Torment fills me, 

» And my defp'rate thoughts increaſe; 

Pray conſider, if you kill me, 
You vill have a Lover leſs. 

It ydur wand'ring Heart is beating 
For new Lovers, let it be: 

hut when you have done coquetting, 

Name a Day, and fix on me. 


Song 169. How hard is the Fortune, ©, 


Ow hard is the fortune of all womankind, 
For ever ſubjeQed, for ever confin'd ; | 
The Parent controuls us, untill we are wives, 
The Hnsband enſlaves the reſt of our lives. 


But ſecretly languiſh, compell'd to conceal, 
Deny'd e'ry freedom of Life to enjoy, | 
We're aſham'd if. we're kind, we're blam'd if 

we're coy. - 


The 
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Then who won'd be rich, or ftrive to be great, 
Since ſo many dangers upon us do wait, 


{ We're forced for to wed the Men we never ſee, 
| No matter whether handſome, or ugly they be. 


| 


Song 170. Gevtly touch the evarbling Lyre- 


| C Trephon, when you ſee me fly, 

| 8 why ſhould that your fear create? 
| Maids may be as eften fhy, 

Out of Love, as out of Hate: 
When from you I fly away, 

4 Tis becanſe I fear to flay. 


Did I out of Hatred run, 

1 Lefs won'd be my Pain and Care; 2 
But, the Youth I love, to ſhun 2 — 

| Who cou'd ſuch a Trial bear? 

| Who, that ſuch a Swain did ſee, 

Who could love, and fly like me? 


Cruel Duty bids me go; 

Gentle Love commands my ſtay; 
1 Duty's ſtill to Love a Foe; 

: Shall I this or that obey ? 
ind, Duty frowns, and Cupid ſmiles ; 


eo 
. 


1 That defends, and this beguiles. 
x [ Ever, by this chryſtal Stream, 

al, |_1con'd fit and fee thee ſigh, 
at [Kasifh'd with this pleaſing Dream, 
WP 


| Oh! 'tis worſe than Death to fly ! 
m'd if But the Danger is ſo great, 
= Fear gives wings inſtead of feet, | 


Ii you love me, Strepbon, leave me 
Thos | If yeu ſtay, I am undene: 


3 . - 
- 
* ” 
- 
| I 


Oh! you may with Eaſe deceive me; 


. * 4 
Feen * 
- * 
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. v 


Prithee, charming Boy, be gone : 


1 The Gods decree, that we muſt part; 
They have my Vow, but you my Heart. 


Song 171. Lumps of Pudding. 


Hus I ſtand, like a Turk with his Doxies all 
round, mw 
From all fides their Glances his Paſſion confound ; 


For black, brown, and fair his Inconftancy burns, 


And diff rent Beauties ſubdue him by Turns; 
Each calls to her Charms, to provoke his Deſires, 
Tho' willing to all, but with one he retires: 
Then think of this Maxim, and put off all ſorrow, 
The wretched to day may be happy to morrow. 


. Song 172. Bonny Dundee. 
T* charge is prepar'd, the Lawyers are met, 
The Judges all rang'd, (a terrible ſhow !) 
Igo nndiſmay d for Death is a Debt, 
A Debt on demand, ſo take what I owe. 
Then farewel my Love, dear Charmer adieu, 
Contented I die. tis better for you: 


Here end Diſputes all the reft of our Lives, 
For this way at once I pleaſe all my waves. 


9 


3 


